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SORTS 


Richard Allen 


To all my fans - especially those in the Hull area and quite a 
few in Renfrewshire 


Authors note 


At the time of writing this there is a wave of speculation 
regarding the contents of certain books. And not without 
reason. Whilst deploring censorship of any sort | must admit 
to a horror of ‘open’ publishing. That is to say, categorically, 
the type of production currently available in the United 
States and some Continental countries. 


Some British magazines have reached, in my humble 
opinion, the limit of what should be regarded as ‘decency 
licence’. 


Yet, those who would demand stricter controls on what we - 
the public - read seem bent on denying us all the 
opportunity of learning about life as it is lived in the raw. 


The case for objectionable or non-objectionable material is 
bound to fall flat when confronted by a need to portray 
events, social phenomena, fads in their true light. How can 
anyone condemn the skinhead books when, according to 
the letters received from countless thousand fans, the 
consensus of opinion is that they - and they alone - present 
Skinheads, suedeheads, boot boys and now, smooths as 
they really are? 


Where would their value be if every ‘terrace terror’ spoke 
and acted like an undergraduate of a theological college? 


Providing that the characters are a slice of life there can be 
no complaint. Providing that those who call themselves 
Skinheads, smooths, what-have-you, recognise themselves 
and write acclaiming the portrayals then l, for one, consider 
that all efforts have been worthwhile and that this book - 
plus the others in the series - are, in a small way, 


representative of our modern society and a source of 
reference for future students of our violent era. 


To those who have written - thanks. Your letters are always a 
tonic. 


Richard Allen, 
Devon. 


November, 1972 


CHAPTER ONE 


From the window she could see across to Wilf’s room and 
the Thompson's kitchen. God, how she knew those two 
places. Especially his bedroom. That’s where it had all 
happened! 


Throwing spare knickers into her small suitcase she checked 
her list for the umpteenth time. Fortunately, she did not use 
much make-up. A lipstick, eye-shadow and hair spray. That 
was the limit of self-beautification. 


She stood before the full-length mirror and examined her 
body. The skin had a glow, droplets of water still clinging like 
sensual little beings between her firm breasts, to her 
abdomen. Thankfully her flesh had returned to its pre-birth 
condition. 


Angrily brushing a single tear from one eye she forced 
herself to think about plans - not the baby. She had no right 
now to call herself a mother. Not since her parents had 
compelled her to offer the child for adoption. 


‘Never again,’ she thought and lightly touched the birth 
control pills nestled in a corner of her case. A six months’ 
Supply would keep her out of fresh trouble. 


What the hell did a girl take with her when she left home? 


In seventeen years she had collected a load of trivia. 
Useless paraphernalia. Souvenirs of growing up into an 
unmarried mother ... 


She flung a teddy-bear across the room, heard it bounce off 
a wall. So much for that! There went her nightly ‘cuddle’. 
From now on she would depend on more substantial 


sleeping partners. The kind that knew how to wear down a 
girl’s resistance and make her so damned sleepy she’d 
never again see the dawn breaking over those grey slate 
rooftops. 


God, she was glad to get away from this town. From the 
narrow-minded neighbours and, especially, from her mean 
parents. 


No - that wasn't correct 


Mum and dad weren’t mean. They just couldn’t begin to 
understand. They lived in an age of Victorian fear. An era 
that still considered an erring daughter a curse upon their 
home comforts. 


What did they know about fads and the need of a young girl 
to express herself under a man’s driving loins. It had been 
bad enough admitting she was pregnant. But if they’d ever 
discovered she ‘joined the club’ before her fourteenth 
birthday they would have been horrified. 

Totally shattered. 


Shaking off her mood she dressed. For warmth - and 
availability. She had no doubts about what lay ahead once 
she stuck her thumb out and hitched a ride. And no lousy 
bastard was going to rip her things off. 


At last, she closed her suitcase and took one final look in the 
mirror, Sweater, jeans, dufflecoat, thick socks and boots. 
Sexy boots Wilf had called them ... 


Wilf! She could see him standing half-naked in his window. 
Downstairs, Mrs Thompson worked on a cake unaware that 
her son was a father. Unaware that ‘the Hurdy girl’ was 
about to step forth into an unfriendly world because she had 


gone to visit her sister for three days last year. Three days 
during which Wilf and Terry had practically lived in his bed. 


Damn Mrs Thompson! Wouldn't she love to know what really 
happened to those missing sheets! 


That had been a giggle ... Wilf’s terror over what his mother 
would say when she found them almost ruined and then 
their attempts to remove the evidence in that bloody old 
washing machine that did nothing except gouge great holes 
in the cotton. Boy, they’d been in a stew until she suggested 
burning them. And they had - like a ritual fire-dance in the 
back garden. 


Thankfully, she was alone in the house. Leaving her 
prepared letter on the bed she went downstairs. She would 
miss mum's cooking, the colour television dad had rented 
when she broke the news of her pregnancy. 

‘Something to amuse you,’ he’d said, afraid to voice his 
opinion she should not be seen outdoors by the neighbours. 


‘Hell!’ she said aloud and closed the door behind her. 


At the end of the street she hesitated, looked back. She 
could remember every one of the neat houses with their 
small front gardens. Especially, Number Ten. Her ‘old’ home. 


Setting the small suitcase on the pavement she blew her 
nose on a tissue, tossed the paper discard into the gutter. 
Then, shoulders set in determination, she lifted the case and 
walked quickly into Alexander Road. From here on she could 
call anywhere home. No specific place. No one town. Just 
there ... and there ... somewhere else. 


Passing the nursing home where she had ended her labour 
she deliberately avoided looking up at the third floor. That 
memory was best forgotten. 


A bus came along and she took it. The thirty pounds in her 
purse meant she didn’t have to start hitching right away. 
Anyway, there were some things she refused to do - like 
being seen by people she knew: people who could sneer at 
her parents. Although she was going to have her own life 
She still could not bring further ‘shame’ on their heads. 
They’d been kind to her if unable to fathom trends. 


A man directly opposite kept staring at her. 


She smiled, teased him by letting her dufflecoat fall open. 
The tightness of her sweater showed her pouting breasts to 
advantage. 


The man sweated, eyes fastened on those glorious mounds. 
‘Rotten bastard!’ she thought. 


Outside the cemetery gates she got off the bus and waited 
to see if the man followed. He didn’t although there was a 
moment’s indecision when he practically came off his seat. 
Only the conductor’s blocking body stopped her lecherous 
admirer from committing himself to a spoken proposition. 


She watched the bus move away, waved. It did her good. 
The guy would go home and paw his wife. And if she was 
any judge of people he probably had one of those ‘don’t 
you-dare-suggest-sex-to-me’ types of biddies with a dozen 
snotty-nosed kids screaming their bloody heads off upstairs. 


Taking the left-hand fork past the cemetery she entered Gull 
Lane. About a hundred yards away the main highway by- 
passed the town. From there the country opened up like a 
gigantic spider’s web of motorways and ‘A’ routes. A 
spaghetti-network criss-crossing county borders and ending 
in resorts she had read about but never seen. 


She had no idea which direction she wanted to take. If she 
didn’t get a lift on the southbound carriageway she would 
simply change on to the northbound. It didn’t matter really. 
All she wanted was to leave this place far behind. As far as 
possible. 


Out across the green fields with their hedgerows sprinkled 
with spreading trees she saw the sun starting to sink. It 
would be a lovely day tomorrow. Already a splash of orange- 
red etched the skies, fingered into the darkening clouds like 
technicolour wisps created by some unseen artistic hand. 


Some cars speeded along with parking lights on. Others, 
careening at rocket pace, seemed bent on causing trouble - 
Shadowy objects hurtling from ‘A’ to ‘B’ without the sense to 
realise that they could become an accident statistic within a 
few miles. 


‘Terry Hurdy - make your move,’ a small voice told her. 


Placing the suitcase by her foot she took a stance and stuck 
her thumb out. 


‘You’re committed now!’ the same voice told her. 


She laughed. So what! She didn’t care. Nothing that could 
happen to her would be any different from what she’d 
experienced since that day so long ago when she decided to 
become a non-virgin. 


Watching the cars with man and woman in them she 
wondered how many were legally married: how many were 
pick-ups being whisked towards a lay-by and a wham, bam - 
thank you, ma’am. And those others with kids or dogs in the 
back seat. How many of the men would have stopped if it 
wasn't for the risk of venereal disease or blackmail! 


God, what a bloody rotten world it was! 
All go, and get, and forget ... 


With girls like her supplying part of the demand. Mysteries - 
bits of drifting flesh ready to offer untold pleasures, or 
miseries, for fifty miles progress towards some mythical 
rendezvous with Fate. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Rose Clague stirred her tea for the third time and tried to 
influence the sweaty lorry-driver. She was getting bored 
Shaking her leg. It wasn’t enough for the bloke to see her 
knickers under her short skirt. He wanted a gold-plated 
invitation, apparently. 


Well, shit on him! She didn’t have to worry. Some guy would 
come into the caff soon and make her a proposition. Time 
was on her side. It was early yet. The long-distance lads 
didn’t start to roll-in until shortly after midnight. When they 
did ... Man, would she get offers galore! 


They were the ones to take advantage of a situation. A ride 
to London, or Birmingham, or Bristol, or Hull. Chocolates 
supplied, wafer biscuits, a mug of tea from a thermos - and 
all the feels a ‘mystery’ could possibly want. With the other 
thrown in for good measure, too! 


She clattered the spoon into her saucer, drank the strong 
brew. It didn’t taste bad now. Not like it had when she first 
hit the road. She’d sampled tea in a hundred transport cafes 
and they all had that mucky colour, the same brewed 
bitterness. 


Christ, how long had it been? 


Since her old lady booted her arse on to the street she’d 
been friendless, homeless. Two bloody years! No home. 
Nothing except the road and a variety of men taking her 
from town to town. Taking her between towns, too. Washing 
in railway stations, lapping in tents, hay stacks, rough all the 
way. 


lm sixteen, she thought. Sixteen and more experienced 
than half the streetwalkers in London. I've got big tits, big 
arse and big hands. That's what's wrong with me ... Those 
big hands. 


She gazed down at her hands. The palms were grubby, 
heavily lined. The fingers looked like spatulas. They were big 
but not terrifically so. But they could never be described as 
attractive. Not even comfortable hands. Just ordinary, plain. 


The bloke shifted his feet, coughed. 


About time! She uncrossed her legs letting him get a flash 
of multi-hued panties. She seldom wore white these days. 
Too much trouble keeping them clean between trips. Re- 
crossing her legs she smiled down at her cup. Then, as an 
added incentive she nonchalantly adjusted her bra. 


The bloke sweated more. His eyes flickered back and forth 
trying to keep the lazy waitress in sight and keep showing 
his interest in Rose's body. 


God, why doesn't he say something? she thought. He must 
be new at the game. Probably happily married but wanting a 
bit on the side. With his mates he most likely talked a good 
screw. She'd come across his type often - all mouth, sneaky 
hands and no do. Too afraid to take a chance to let 
themselves go. 


Not that she gave a damn if he did or didn't. Frankly a ride 
was all she wanted - one of those in a cab. She didn't lack 
for it. Not by a long shot. 


“Want another cuppa?’ 


'“Jeeze, you can talk,’ she quipped with a laugh. ‘Yeah, great. 


He went to the serving counter, waited as the waitress 
slopped brew into the saucers, paid with a fiver. 


He's getting change ready in case | ask for a cash deposit, 
she thought. It'd help, though. She had about fifty-six pence 
between her and starvation. Not that money was very 
important. Most of the men bought her a meal or let her 
have a sleep in the back after they'd satisfied their first 
craving. 


The guy sat beside her. “You okay?’ he asked hesitatingly. 
‘If you mean have | a dose - no,’ she replied. 


‘Er, yeah ...’ He actually blushed and looked away. ‘Do you 
charge?’ 


‘That’s another bloody imposition,’ she snapped. ‘What the 
hell do you take me for? A tart?’ She glared at him. 


‘| just got married,’ he said as if that explained everything. 


‘So what?’ She sipped her tea. ‘Doesn’t the wife let you 
nibble?’ 


“We're expectin’ the kid next week ...’ 


‘Christ!’ She couldn’t help but laugh at his dry-behind-the- 
earsness. ‘How’d you get it in the oven?’ 


He didn't grasp her sarcasm. He was a talker. One of those 
who had to pour forth all his intimate troubles into a 
listening ear. “l was drunk when it happened. God, | coulda 


dropped dead when she told me. | had to get married, didn’t 
12" 


“And now that you've seen it naked on the bed you have to 
assert your manhood,’ Rose sneered. “She can't so l'Il do. 
That's it...’ 


‘Yeah!’ He sounded so eager and uncomplicated Rose 
actually found herself feeling sorry for the poor bastard. She 
wouldn’t have a rough time from him. He’d whump and 
hump and once he got shot of his frustrations he'd treat her 
right. 


‘Let’s go, eh?’ 


He tensed. The big moment had come too fast. He almost 
fell over his feet trying to act the gentleman by pulling her 
chair back. Lucky for him none of his mates were around. 
They’d have laughed him out of the club. 


‘Relax,’ Rose whispered. “l won't bite. | won't break your 
back. | won't even look ...' She hid a giggle. God, this was 
priceless. She came across some weirdos and a few dozen 
wildies but he took the bloody cake. Never had she 
expected to be seduced by a fumbling lad-of-a-man. And he 
looked all-man, too, Sweaty, broad-shouldered, strong- 
armed. The type with muscles on top of muscles. A he-lion 
who would brook no refusal when he started getting down to 
the nitty-gritties. Yet, she bet herself, he’d be like putty. 
Begging her to tell him ‘yes’ and ‘there’ and ‘now’. A kid 
who couldn’t tell the difference between a doughnut and 
bird’s nest... 


KKK K 


Waving as the lorry geared away from the soft shoulder 
Rose touched the three quid in her pocket. She’d earned his 


bleedin’ tip. How wrong could a gal be, she thought. She 
ached everywhere. Once started he hadn’t wanted to stop. 
And those ideas he had about sex - he must have read 
every dirty book aimed at a pervert market! 


It was dark, cold, dismal. The road stretched like a witch’s 
ribbon into the murk - black, monstrously eerie, going into a 
beyond from which there was no turning back. 


‘At least he could have set me down where there was light 
and people,’ she thought angrily. 


Slinging her precious belongings across her shoulder she 
began walking along the macadam. The night sounds didn’t 
startle her. A few years spent roaming the roads had long 
ago cured her of those fears loneliness and the frightening 
envelope of pre-dawn brought. 


She walked for fifteen minutes. A dog had barked in the 
distance. A snuffling rat had darted across her path. A 
gentle creature with fur like warmth had tried to make 
friends and been rejected. Any notions of having a pet - any 
pet - had been dampened by her old lady before the 
inglorious booting-out episode. 


A single lamp burned above a sign where the road divided. 
A pathetic little light burning in a shadowy wilderness. 


She was still fifty yards away when the car skidded to a halt 
and deposited a passenger by the sign. Like a bat out of hell 
the car zoomed off, tossing gravel and hunks of roadside 
grass from under spinning tyres. 


‘Another hitchhiker’... 


First thing she noticed was the small suitcase. Certainly not 
an experienced hitcher. Probably some silly bird trying to 


bum rides in the hope of getting work in an elegant London 
office or catch up with a boyfriend who had aroused her to 
pregnant-pitch. Definitely not a ‘queen of the road’. 


‘Hi,’ she called as the other came into clearer view. ‘I’m 
Rose Clague. Where you headin’?’ 


The girl froze automatically. She looked tossed about. An 
example of hasty grabbing and uncooperative fare-paying. 


‘You got a maniac, eh?’ 


The girl slowly defrosted. ‘He ... he ...! A shudder visibly 
shook her dufflecoat. 


‘Some of ’em are pretty crude,’ Rose confided. 
‘Crude?’ the girl howled. ‘He wasn’t crude. He acted so 
polished but I don’t do that!’ 


‘That covers a multitude of sins ... ’ Rose laughed. “You'll 
learn. If you will accept rides you’ve got to be able to pay-off 
the way they like it.’ 


“You'd do anything they ask?’ 


‘Well ... ” Rose considered the question against what had 
been her private lot. ‘Yeah, maybe | would! Mind you - | 
don’t have to enjoy it all but ... Hell, what’s your name?’ 


‘Terry Hurdy!’ 
‘You going to London?’ 
‘| don’t care...’ 


‘Ahhhh!’ Rose sensed companionship. 'Going it alone?’ 
‘Yes.’ Terry shifted her suitcase into the tiny streamer of 
light coming from the sign. She had certain ideas about 


getting rides and one was to let the on-coming traffic see 
she had belongings. 


“That doesn't make 'em stop any quicker,’ Rose remarked, 
pointing at the suitcase. “They see a case and they figure 
you're a nice girl.’ 


Frowning, Terry examined the other girl. There was no doubt 
that this one knew all the tricks and, probably, a few that 
the drivers hadn't even invented yet. She couldn’t exactly 
put Rose into a category, and that annoyed her. She liked 
people to fit neatly into classifications. Either they were 
villains or goodies. Either kinky or straight. 


‘Are you going to London?’ 


Rose laughed bitterly. “l ain’t going anywhere. I’m open to 
Suggestions.’ 


Terry took this as an invitation to team up. ‘You say a place. 
| don’t mind.’ 


‘Hey wait ... ’ Then, she lapsed into strained silence. She'd 
been alone for so long. Maybe a few weeks spent in the 
company of another girl would bring back memories of 
those days when she had schoolmates, blokes living next 
door or down the street. ‘Okay,’ she said finally. ‘Let’s 
attend Siddlecombe’s folk festival.’ 


‘Siddlecombe? Where’s that?’ 


Rose lifted the suitcase, switched it into the shadows. ‘In 
Devon. Man, those folk festivals! Guys galore and a chance 
of a Social Security handout. Yeah, let's get there, Terry ...’ 


CHAPTER THREE 


As the owner of Siddlecombe’s largest, and most élite, store 
catering for an upper-class clientele who demanded 
specialised gourmet foodstuffs and extraordinary treats, 
Kevin Lilly frequently made trips up and down the country. It 
was his duty - or so he imagined - to personally supervise 
the quality of items displayed in Tabbard's. 


His wife often complained that salesmen and ads in ‘The 
Grocer’ could have accomplished as much as he did on his 
buying sprees. 


And, she was perfectly right! 


But Kevin had an insatiable desire to sample life’s other 
varieties - mysteries. 


No female worked in Tabbard’s for long before she 
discovered Kevin’s penchant for spice - the spice that made 
a virile man tick over in high gear. But, in a confined 
community like Siddlecombe, the number of willing victims 
had a serious limitation. So much so that the much-vaunted 
visits to food-processing plants had become another name 
for sex-on-wheels. 


Hair forming a fringe round gleaming frontal baldness, the 
fifty-two year-old ex-major possessed hypnotic eyes, long 
nose, strong jaw. He looked the man to command - and did: 
from wife to assistants. Few people ever got the better of 
Kevin Lilley in an argument or business. 


Yet, when he wished there could be nobody more charming, 
mouth-melting-butterish. 


Driving at high speed, Lilley listened to the radio. He didn’t 
concentrate much on the motorway. From the number of 
times he'd travelled this particular highway he felt he could 
steer blindfolded and make every corner, avoid every detour 
without once coming close to an 
accident. 


He wanted to get home faster than usual. Siddlecombe 
normally could be trusted to take care of his interests. The 
‘old dears’ with their dogs and sticks, their Victorian-style 
coats and healthy bank accounts needed no extra 
encouragements to shop in Tabbard’s. They did this with 
religious devotion. Unfortunately, there were some now in 
the town who did not see eye-to-eye with established 
customs. People like that young Calder and his hangers-on 
who insisted that Siddlecombe hold an annual folk festival. 


Oh, yes - Lilley wanted to be back in time for the opening 
parade of that! 


His opinions were well known locally. The newspaper 
constantly carried his letters - or, aS some said, his 
demented rantings. And always, the attacks were aimed at 
youth's fling. At the long-hairs, the drop-outs, the faddists. 


He had to be there to protect his store. Last year a few 
hoodlums had tried to break windows and carry off 
expensive liquors from a display. He’d put a speedy end to 
their attempts - much to the disgust of the police. Citizens 
were not actively encouraged to chase law-breakers 
brandishing a sabre and an old army pistol. Not even in 
Siddlecombe. 


Well, this year he had another surprise for anyone daring to 
invade his ‘castle’ - a vicious hound and a specially-made 


club bristling with knobs and cleverly placed nails. 
A newsflash interrupted his thinking ... 


‘A lorry has blocked the A303 near Amesbury. Motorists are 
advised to avoid the area. Police state that it could take an 
hour before single-lane traffic can get through.’ 


Lilley swore fitfully as the programme continued. If he was 
to keep to schedule he now had to go via Stockbridge and 
Salisbury along the A30. He put his foot down, gained a 
good ten minutes ripping along above 90. He thrilled to high 
speeds. In a sense, speed was like a battle where things 
happened so fast no one individual could safely predict the 
outcome. In a car, for example, a tyre could blow, some 
minor mechanical fault grow to  death-dangerous 
proportions. Just things to think about and to increase the 
suspense, the tension, the tremendous thrill. 


Coming off the M3 he spotted a couple of long-hairs with 
their bedrolls and a crude pencilled sign saying: 
Siddlecombe Folk Festival. He wanted to frighten the shit 
out of them by swerving near but decided against. A slick 
film coated the road and he had no intention of giving his 
valuable life for two drop-outs. That, in his esteemed 
estimation, was not a bargain. 


Less than a mile further on he passed another hitch-hiker. 
This one had a guitar strung across his back. 


‘Bloody festival!’ Lilley muttered and slammed his foot 
down, spinning chippings at the youth. The notices warning 
of work in progress and slow didn’t mean a thing. His entire 
being was geared to destroying this ‘scum’ that blighted his 
Colonel Blimpish Britain ... 


KK KK 


‘A pity we can’t hitch on motorways,’ Terry mentioned as 
she sucked an orange dry. 


‘It wouldn’t make any difference,’ Rose told her. ‘They go so 
fast there nobody could stop in time.’ 


They were a strange pair. Rose with her large breasts 
probing the sloppiness of her grubby sweater, her untamed 
red hair framing a not unpretty face that, with make-up, 
could have appealed to most men and only just failed 
because she apparently didn’t give a damn about looks. And 
Terry - so much neater, so absolutely determined to 
maintain a certain dignity even if she was forced to ‘hit the 
road’. There was nothing extraordinarily big about Terry. She 
had the near-perfect figure as seen by those who made or 
broke models. Although she wore little cosmetics she had 
the freshness that did not require artificiality. And her dark, 
doctored hair framed her pert face with all the subtlety of a 
sledgehammer in the guts. 


In the four days they’d been together the girls had formed a 
peculiar relationship. Neither felt the other was right for her 
yet their strangely similar circumstances brought forth 
qualities of compatibility they had not known they 
possessed. 


‘Remember,’ Rose warned as they waited for the next car, 
‘don’t queer my pitch if the bloke wants a bit.’ 


‘Don’t worry.’ Terry laughed and tossed the orange into the 
ditch. ‘I'll do my share of that to get us where we're going.’ 


“What's it like havin’ a kid?’ Rose wanted to know. 


‘Terrible! It hurts like hell and you're all deformed.’ 


‘Maybe l'Il have children one day ...' Rose scratched under 
her sweater, breasts jiggling. 


“You've got the equipment to feed an army,’ Terry quipped. 


They giggled, sharing the joke. It was only when Rose said: 
‘I’ve got the equipment to make an army’ that Terry decided 
to get on safer ground. She didn’t mind dirty jokes, brazen 
sayings with a man. With Rose she always had the feeling, 
though, that this was a topic best left in abeyance. 


‘How far is it to Salisbury?’ 


Rose shrugged and helped herself to one of Terry’s oranges. 
For the first time she was not fully dependent upon food 
supplied by a man. She hadn’t asked how much her 
companion actually had in cash but it was one helluva lot 
more than she’d owned in two whole years. ‘About twenty 
miles. Why?’ 


‘| wouldn't want another night sleeping rough.’ 
‘You get used to it.’ Rose peeled her fruit. 


‘Yuck! Not me. | never realised how soft and warm a bed 
could be.’ 


A small dot appeared at the bend in the distance. ‘Get 
ready,’ Rose commanded. ‘Here comes another ... ’ 


2K KKK 
For Kevin Lilley the choice was clear. Get home before the 


yobbos started creating merry blazes or delay his arrival to 
cater for a greater hunger. 


He began slowing down without giving the pair a chance to 
see he was interested. Even with fifty yards to go it was 
obvious they were females. Both. Two girls with distinct 
possibilities! 


The car went off the road, waited on the soft-shoulder as 
they hurried up to him. He had always wanted to try this - 
two to one. 


‘Thanks, mister,’ the big-breasted girl said and flung her 
gear into the back seat. 


The second girl smiled, took much more time getting the 
suitcase into the car. By then, her mate had climbed aboard. 


‘You sit beside me,’ Lilley said, impatient to get moving 
again. 


Terry felt his hand deliberately brush against her thigh as 
she climbed in beside him. She didn’t object. If he had to 
accept something for transportation this was the cheapest 
way. 


‘Shut the door!’ 


Terry heard the powerful engine roar as she leant to the 
side. The door almost swung off its hinges with the force of 
his getaway. She settled back, listened to the sweet purr of 
the mighty motor. They were doing fifty already. 


‘I’m in a hurry,’ the man said. ‘There’s a Wimpy bar up 
ahead if you’re just going to eat. | can’t stop.’ 


‘We don't mind,’ Rose replied from the rear. 


“We're going to Siddlecombe ... ’ 


Kevin tensed. Of all the rotten luck! He didn’t dare chance 
his arm if they were going to be anywhere near his store. 


Suddenly, his laugh burst upon them. 


Terry glanced over her shoulder, caught Rose’s shrug as if to 
say ‘what the hell, let him get his kicks like this’. 


“l could give you a ride right into Siddlecombe,’ Lilley 
announced. His hand dropped from the wheel, squeezed 
Terry’s upper thigh. ‘That’s where I’m going, too. But ...’ He 
took his gaze from the winding road, winked. ‘You mind 
paying for my inconvenience?’ 


Terry stared at him. What a flaming cheek! His 
inconvenience! He wasn’t going out of his way but he 
wanted nookie. That’s what he wanted! 


‘In daylight?’ Rose asked with the old-stager’s calmness. 
‘A lay-by ...’ 
‘Christ! That’s pushing it fast, mister!’ 


‘I’m in a hurry,’ Lilley told her with her face framed in his 
rear-view mirror. ‘Nothing unusual, mind you.’ 


Rose smiled at him fully aware that he was more conscious 
of her facial reactions than in watching where he was 
driving. ‘Like two of us isn’t kinky, man?’ 


‘You kids are always knocking it off three or four to a man,’ 
he snarled. 


‘You must be loaded ... ’ Rose giggled, touched Terry’s 
shoulder. ‘Loaded! Get it?’ 


Terry did, and threw it away. She spoke directly to their 
driver. ‘Do we both stay in the car during ...' She couldn't 
say the rest. 


‘You bet!’ Kevin eased down on his speed. He didn’t want to 
shoot past a ‘natural’ spot for pleasure. He’d mentioned a 
lay-by but any field with a tall hedge would suffice providing 
he wasn’t going to sink wheels into mud. ‘And both naked 
.... He loved that prospect! 


‘Do you live in Siddlecombe?’ Terry asked next. 


The car spun crazily as he tried to control its wild careenings 
round a vicious bend. When he got it straightened and in 
lower gear for the hill ahead he had his answer pat. ‘No! A 
friend of mine wants a delivery of cheese. I’m a salesman.’ 


“You must do okay,’ Rose said. ‘lIl bet it isn’t a company 
car.’ She caressed the interior material. ‘A Volvo costs a 
packet. Especially the deluxe model!’ 


‘How about it?’ Lilley asked. 

‘I’m game,’ Rose announced. 

‘| suppose so,’ Terry said with less enthusiasm. 
‘Naked?’ 


Terry noted his hands white on the steering wheel, the fine 
beads of sweat forming on his upper lip. ‘Naked,’ she 
affirmed. 


‘Naked, mate,’ came Rose’s unconcerned reply. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


The outskirts of Siddlecombe looked like the suburbs of an 
American city with a siege taking place. There were police 
on every road. Not just patrol cars but foot-men and dogs. A 
‘task force’ operation. 


And the target for this unprecedented action - those 
following the folk musicians into Siddlecombe. 


‘At last! At long last!’ Lilley chortled as his car swept past a 
semi roadblock. 


Rose tapped her mate on the neck and pressed lips against 
Terry’s ear. ‘He’s a one to talk, eh?’ she whispered. 


Thankful for the radio which blotted out the comment, Terry 
Stared straight ahead. She felt dirty, ashamed. It had not 
occurred to her that a man could be so vile, so completely 
turned-on by sex that he would willingly make a mockery of 
those things which he boastingly swore meant so much. All 
his incessant talk about drop-outs and how youngsters only 
lived for illicit sex came to nothing compared to his 
penchant for women. 


For two miles the road meandered through a series of 
narrow bends flanked by rolling, high hills on which sheep 
and cattle grazed. Here and there, a cluster of thatched 
homes formed an integral community within the larger 
designated Siddlecombe district. And between these, 
miniature stately houses in landscaped grounds protecting 
their privacy. Residential havens less than ten minutes by 
car from the shopping thoroughfares. 


The town itself reflected an aloofness the outlying areas had 
promised. At its base the wide expanse of sea and cliffs, its 


tiny harbour, its distinctive hotels and the ever-present 
array of boats, bathers, promenaders. 


Shopping had to be a pleasure here. Few towns twice this 
size could offer the variety of goods on display, the number 
of classy outlets, the attachment to ‘times past’. Antiques 
and reproductions of a high-standard were in evidence 
everywhere. 


Terry loved the ‘taste’ of the town. Especially the shoe 
shops, the three small boutiques, the sea-view from each of 
the main streets. 


‘Where do you have to go?’ Rose asked above the radio’s 
blare. 


‘Tabbard’s - where else?’ 
‘What’s that?’ 


The man glanced in his rear-view. ‘My store ... er, my 
friend’s store!’ 


Rose smiled and leant back against the upholstery. His 
store, indeed! She’d remember that. 


Drawing into the kerb the man said, ‘lIl leave you here.’ His 
face showed the extent of his anger at the slip-up. 


Getting from the car, Terry muttered her thanks. Not Rose. 
She giggled, said, ‘See you again, lover-boy?’ 


“PIL be in Cornwall tomorrow. All week, in fact!’ He glared, 
daring them to contradict his statement. 


‘Oh, a pity,’ Rose grinned and closed the car door. ‘A pity he 
brushed us off after what we did for him, the bastard,’ she 


told Terry then. She waved insultingly as the man drove 
away. ‘Don’t worry, mate - he'll gladly give us a hand-out if 
we’re stuck. You take my word for it.’ 


Terry didn’t like the threatening tone. Nor did she catch 
Rose’s meaning. No further explanations forthcoming the 
pair walked down the street, making for the sounds of music 
booming from behind those buildings fronting the bay. 


Banners moved lazily in a slight breeze, flags hung limply 
from grandiose lamp-standards dotting the length of the 
Promenade. Wooden shelters for the old and infirm even 
had their quota of colourful posters announcing the folk 
festival and cataloguing the events to take place during the 
week’s festivities. 


This was Siddlecombe’s big splash. Its only adventure into 
an age accepting that youth as well as the elderly deserved 
consideration. 


The music came from a huge tent erected over one of the 
town’s spare parking lots. In the days of horse-drawn 
Carriages and leisurely living the need for ‘stables’ had been 
adequately covered by a series of mews behind the 
fashionable hotels. This no longer satisfied the heavy 
volume of summer traffic that annually invaded the town. 
But nobody worried about the hot, weary motorist who 
fought for the chance to alight and stroll, or take a dip, or 
just get a break from narrow-lane driving. Siddlecombe 
didn’t give a damn. Tourists were more than welcome and 
there the matter ended. A fend for yourself policy had never 
stopped people from coming so why provide spaces or 
destroy the ‘look’ of that beautiful front! 


“Man, lookit 'em!' 


Terry had already noticed the boys. She’d been conscious of 
their leers for the past five seconds. 


‘That big bastard sure has something!’ 


‘Never mind them. How about us getting fixed with a place 
to stay?’ 


Rose laughed and set her bundle on the Promenade. Sea 
rolled across stone, partly drowned by the music belting 
from the tent. ‘You gotta be jokin’.’ She ticked off fingers as 
She stressed her argument. ‘One - we can’t afford fancy 
prices. Two - we’re here for fun and that means mixin’ with 
blokes. Three - these guys will know what’s what. Come on, 
Terry - don’t screw me up!’ 


‘I’m not sleeping rough,’ Terry said adamantly. 


Rose shrugged, lifted her bundle again. ‘What’s rough? Hell 
... I'm going!’ She stalked off across the road, brazen as a 
brass. 


Before she followed, Terry studied the two youths. She 
wasn't completely up on this folk scene and hardly knew 
what to expect from those who made a cult of the music, 
the happenings associated with a festival. She could have 
handled herself better with smooths. They were more her 
‘people’. 


She was glad Rose liked the big one. She didn’t. Not at all. 
His bulbous nose and piggish eyes didn’t appeal. Mind you, 
she admitted ruefully, he has a frame. A real hard body. He 
wore Levis covered in paint, a worn cotton shirt that 
revealed muscular arms and a few obscene tattoos. His 
reddish-fair hair hung to his shoulders in tatty cords. 


The other one - now there was a bloke she could talk at, if 
nothing more. She didn’t enjoy the prospect of walking 
round town with him. The frizzy hair-style looked absurd. In 
a way he was handsome - blue-eyed, humour lines slightly 
etching his generous mouth. But that hair! Oh, God - what 
would her ex-boyfriends have said seeing it! Even his garb 
was wayout, crazy in a Wild 

Bill Hickok fringed-buckskin, leather-trousered and 
moccasined way. Round his neck he carried an Aztec copper 
motif and a beaded band of Red Indian origin cut into his 
fuzzy hair. He had no shirt - bare skin and curling clumps of 
male ‘feathering’ to excite the girls. 


‘I’m Jack - you're Terry,’ the guy said when she finally joined 
Rose. 


‘God, Tarzan and bloody Jane,’ Rose quipped. 
That successfully broke the ice. 


‘The name’s Jock,’ the other youth mentioned with a hard 
grin. ‘Jock Macauley. From Glasgow ... ’ 


‘| didn’t imagine you were from Reading,’ Terry smiled. The 
music changed. Now they were playing a Johnny Cash 
number but with the same monotonous belting that 
destroyed her enjoyment of it. 


‘They've got a tent on Combe Hill,’ Rose enthused. 
‘With room for two more,’ Jack suggested easily. 
‘You soon found that out,’ Terry accused her companion. 


“God, don’t be a party-drag ... ’ 


Jock placed a finger to Rose’s lips. ‘Naughty, naughty, she’s 
your mate, remember?’ 


‘Sometimes | wonder,’ Rose muttered and glared at Terry. 


Relieving the sudden tension between the girls did not make 
Jack feel better for promoting goodwill towards all birds. He 
had an ulterior motive. Terry! What he could see of her 
inside the hanging dufflecoat pleased him. And, like Rose, 
he wanted the company of the opposite sex. Being stuck up 
there on the windy hill with Jock didn’t satisfy his lusty 
nature. Some things he did not experiment with and one 
was men. 


Taking Terry’s arm in a tenderish grip he smiled into her 
deep eyes, said: ‘How about it? What’ve you got to lose that 
hasn’t been given away free?’ 


That’s what | detest, Terry thought acidly. One ‘hi’ and 
enough with the love-talk, let’s get down to it! 


‘| haven’t said you're man enough for me...’ 


“Baby, come up to the tent and lIl prove | am,’ he 
whispered. 


‘Are you a performer?’ Terry changed the subject as she 
considered him as a week-long mate. This was a lot different 
from getting a ride when the driver expected payment. 


‘Me?’ Jack roared as laughter creased his face into natural 
lines. ‘I can't play a note. Jock’s the one for that caper.’ 


The Scotsman drew himself to his full height. His arrogance 
burst forth. ‘I’m better’n half those bastards,’ and his thumb 
jerked at the tent. “l was on telly once ..’ 


‘Yeah?’ Rose shifted closer to her choice. Her eyes sparkled. 
Anybody who'd been on the box got her vote. Regardless. In 
her estimation it took an awful lot of talent - plus ‘in’ - to go 
before the cameras. 


‘Man ... ’ Heavy breathing mingled with affection to offer an 
image far in excess of his solo stint. What he never 
mentioned was the background to that brief minute on 
screen. A crowd scene. A drama using locals in bit-parts. 
There he’d been - dressed in a kilt and false beard with a 
wicked-looking wooden claymore grasped in his hand - and, 
suddenly, the zoom lens caught him in the act of being 
chopped down by an English captain. Inglorious fame! 
Instant death! And an end to an acting career. One 
afternoon’s work at standard rates! 


‘How’s about it, Terry?’ Jack asked, undaunted by his 
companion’s status. ‘Do we go up the hill or not?’ 


Terry caught Rose’s frantic signal and relented. ‘Okay ... 
Okay!’ 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Combe hill formed the easterly protective highland that 
gave Siddlecombe its extraordinary sheltered climate. Like a 
co-guardian, Leigh Hill rose to the west - a gentle giant 
bedecked with whitewashed houses and a cliff-beard of 
radiant red. Down below, town and bay basked in the 
beauty of its twin overseers. 


From the tent the panorama extended over and beyond 
Leigh Hill’s top to include the indented coastline of ‘Glorious 
Devon’s’ sea-faring harbours, coves, smuggler’s ancient 
havens. 


Terry had already noticed the signs stating that they were 
on ‘trust land’. From the glances directed at them as they 
climbed to the tent she knew the locals did not welcome 
their sort. Far too many homes perched on the hill with back 
gardens, ending where the narrow goat’s path separated 
freehold property from common land. 


‘Bleedin’ trouble-makers,’ Jock snorted as he gave a splayed 
two-fingers jerked upwards to an old woman seated in her 
garden. ‘Think they own it all!’ 


Defiantly, Jack removed his buckskin jacket and exposed his 
upper torso. ‘There, you old bitch,’ he roared. ‘Tell the fuzz 
what | did!’ He chuckled then, squatted on the ground. 
‘She’s been on the blower every day since we arrived,’ he 
explained to the girls. ‘Don’t be surprised if we get the pigs 
payin’ us a visit tonight!’ 


Panic hit Terry like a battering ram. “l don't want police ... ’ 


‘Dawling, whatcha done?’ Jock asked with mock-sincerity. 


‘Leave her alone!’ Rose glared, placed an arm round the 
other girl’s shoulder. “It isn't anything. I’ve been bugged by 
coppers. They're not bad...’ 


‘Not bad?’ Jock asked. ‘Like hell they ain’t! They’re scum. 
They'll kick the shit outta you and tell the beak you fell 
down drunk.’ 


‘Have you been in jail, too?’ Terry asked. 
‘Too?’ Jock latched on to her like a leech. ‘What did you do?’ 


The Scotsman’s determination to make her out to be a 
criminal drove Terry wild. ‘Lay off me, Jock,’ she screamed. ‘I 
haven’t ever done wrong. | meant you were on the telly but 
did you go to jail, as well!’ 


‘Christ, yes!’ 
‘For what?’ 
‘First time ... ’ 


While Macauley gave them a rundown on his prison 
sentences Terry found herself wondering what on earth she 
was doing here. The more she heard the less she liked being 
on the same hillside let alone about to share a tent with the 
youth. He had an impressive record - shop-breaking, GBH, 
drugs, conspiracy, loitering with intent, a second GBH 
charge, and finally, another sentence for possession of 
heroin. This he swore was not for personal use. It was for 
the mugs providing they were willing to fork out. And that’s 
what he had been doing - selling the stuff for a pal. 


‘Do you have one?’ Rose asked Jack White when Jock 
finished speaking. 


‘Yeah!’ He grinned menacingly, scratching his hairy chest. 
“‘Wannasee?’ 


‘I’m talkin’ "bout records,’ the girl snapped. 
‘Only a suspended for nickin’ pills from a hospital.’ 


'“Jeezus,' the girl exclaimed proudly, “l got more form than 
you. Not inside, mind you,’ she hurriedly added. ‘All 
Suspended on account of me age.’ 


‘PIL bet one was for floggin’ the nest to blokes,’ Jock said 
pointedly. 


I’m no prude, Terry thought, but this lot are depraved! 
Rose chortled. “You'll never know, mate.’ 


Walking to the edge of the cliff with its seagulls wheeling 
and screaming when she disturbed them, Terry gazed down 
at the beach a dizzy two hundred feet below. Waves washed 
across the stone that formed a formidable barrier to those 
who tried to run their boats up on the shore. At this height 
She could clearly hear the incessant rattle of water on 
pebble, the filtering of sea from land. 


‘| wouldn’t advise jumping,’ Jack’s voice said behind her. 
‘| had no intention of committing suicide.’ 

‘Then what?’ 

She swung to face him. ‘You three make me sick!’ 


‘Rose told us. You’re new to this game. Give a week and 
you'll measure up. It’s tough at the start... ’ 


‘Oh, is this just an introduction?’ Her sarcasm dripped down 
the sheer cliff to be lost in the sea. ‘Where does it end, Jack 


- in the “Nick” or having me dangling like a yo-yo from your 
finger? The hell with it! I’m not a bloody fool.’ 


“You're so fuckin’ square you're bounded with iron bars ...’ 


Terry smiled. “l wish you could meet some of my old friends,’ 
she said sharply. ‘They’d teach your lot what being with-it 
meant. Ever heard of skins and smooths?’ 

His face contorted. ‘If you’re one of those,’ he threatened. 


‘Don’t try to browbeat me,’ she yelled as anger swelled. 
‘Crissakes, your lot are nothing compared to skins. At least 
they bloody work for a living. What do you do? Draw Social 
Security?’ 


That stung him to the quick. Whilst not admitting he existed 
on payments from the taxpayers he could not openly deny 
it. If she stayed with them she had to discover their source 
of income - sixteen false insurance cards, a list of addresses 
in the West Country and a register of Social Security outlets 
within a twenty mile radius. 


Terry grabbed on his hesitation. ‘Layabouts! Man, don't you 
ever want to earn an honest wage?’ 


‘Why the hell should I?’ he countered. ‘I’m not going to slave 
eight hours a day to make some bleedin’ capitalist a 
fortune.’ 


‘But you don’t mind accepting their money for nothing, eh?’ 


He shrugged, laughed. ‘That’s the system, and the more we 
soak from it the sooner we get a communist state." 


‘Christ, you'll work then!’ 


He wearied of the argument. Somehow, unintelligent people 
invariably came back to this tack - be a commie and work 
like a dog. Or, if you don’t like it here why not go to Russia. 
Or China. Or Cuba. He’d had this up to the frizzy hairline. 


‘Are you stayin’ with us or not?’ 


The only Shakespearian quote she knew was ‘To be or not to 
be..." and that was definitely the question. Rose’s thinking 
on the matter made sense and she didn’t want to spend 
what little was left of her ‘stake’ on accommodation. She 
faced a common complaint of the young when they 
undertook adventures only to meet with bitter 
disappointment - regret, in her heart she fervently rued the 
meeting with Rose, this festival gimmick. But, she couldn’t 
undo that at a stroke so ... 


“II stay,’ she said. 


“Good!” He rubbed palms together, eyed her speculatively. 
“How much you got?’ 


“What's that got to do with anything?’ 


‘Listen, babe - Jock and | ain’t bleedin’ philanthropists. In 
this tent we all put together or we split. Get it?’ 


Rose! She had to blame her ‘mate’. Blabber-mouth Rose 
saying she had cash salted away! 


‘I’ve only a few quid ...’ 
He smiled. ‘You’d let me search you?’ 


‘Keep your distance, you bastard!' she shouted. 


‘Okay ... Okay ...’ He stepped back, made a gesture of utter 
detachment. ‘You want to be a loner so go right ahead. See 
if you can make it without us.’ 


Something snapped inside her. The way he looked, maybe. 
Standing there so righteous with his upper torso naked, 
those coarse hairs curling into clumps - all strength and 
virility. And the panic thought of being alone in a strange 
environment ... 


‘Ten quid,’ she said softly. 


He grinned. ‘I'll take it.” When her eyes flew wide-open he 
hurriedly explained: ‘You won’t have to pay for a bloody 
thing, | guarantee. That’s just covering food and stuff. ... ’ 
He watched her closely to see if she was about to question 
‘stuff’. When she didn’t he held his hand out - deliberately. 


Digging into her purse, Terry fumbled to extract an exact 
ten. She tried very hard to make it appear like a girl’s 
normal turmoil when getting anything from her carry-all 
bag. Men accepted the fact that a woman had to tote 
around a wide variety of articles in a handbag. And she 
succeeded. Admirably. With one failing - she brought out 
eleven pounds. 


‘Keep the oncer,’ Jack White said generously as she counted 
out the notes. 


‘Thanks!’ She smiled inwardly. Made a mental note to 
secrete the other twelve quid where he wouldn't find it. Not 
even if he stripped her nude for what was most definitely on 
the cards for that night. 


‘Let’s join the others, eh?’ 


She nodded, closed her purse. Considering what Kevin Lilley 
had accepted as payment for the ride to Siddlecombe even 
‘randy’ Rose wouldn’t be interested in immediate sex. She 
did have, in her estimation, a few hours to make 
arrangements to hide her precious remaining loot ... 


CHAPTER SIX 


Siddlecombe, with the exception of a few determined hold- 
outs, accepted the Festival with a generous send-off. The 
opening parade made nonsense of the adverse publicity 
whispered about by those who did not welcome any status 
variation in what was, for them, a town without equal 
anywhere in England. The staid old girls stayed behind 
locked doors. The blustering old ‘Blimps’ came forth - to 
grumble, to denigrate, to heap ridicule on those taking part. 


But, on the whole, the majority applauded the parade. And 
not without reason. Visitors from a dozen countries 
appeared in national costumes, frenziedly doing their 
utmost to incite the population to appreciate what was, for 
them - the performers - a chance to show off the best of 
‘folk’ in their separate lands. 


Nobody really gave a damn if some of the artists had long 
hair, wore gear that looked out-of-place in this community. 
The music alone compensated for slight ‘irregularities’. It 
was good music. Catchy. Lilting. 


People good-humouredly bustled one another on pavements 
that were too narrow to accommodate seasonal visitations. 
And, everywhere - the cars. Cruising for spaces too small to 
take more than a mini-mini. Jam-packed with eager-eyed 
youngsters and demented elders. 


Letting the crowd sway and push her, Terry felt the growing 
atmosphere sweep her on a ‘standing still’ musical journey. 
She could understand why Rose and the others traipsed 
after the ‘folk’. And why a few smooths hooted derisively as 
a Polish group paraded past. 


God, it reminded her of Hullside! 


Of a London team’s supporters getting the treatment from 
her old mates ... 


She missed those crazy Hullsiders. Nothing she’d seen of 
England yet could favourably compare with the excitement 
of a Hull City football match. 


If only her dad’s job hadn’t taken him to the Midlands. Taken 
her into Wilfs arms! Taken her into womanhood. 
Motherhood! 


A Pakistani dancer in national costume came into sight 
followed by his troupe. Terry scowled. Thinking of her old 
mates brought back bitter memories of the Yorkshire 
struggle to contain these people. Recently, she’d almost 
forgotten what it was like to be the butt of every liberal- 
minded do-gooders’ loathing for trying to keep Britain white. 
To make sure that a future Prime Minister would still be an 
Englishman, a Welshman, a Scotsman, an Ulsterman. 


Rose laughed, applauded. 


Terry turned away. The cheers did nothing to make her 
believe that a lesson had been learned by heart. It was 
always like this. People far removed from the problems of 
coloured immigration seldom had the sense to stick their 
feet down and refuse to tolerate any encroachment. 


What made her wild was the fact that the Pakistani troupe 
didn’t come all the way from the Far East but from bloody 
Birmingham. To her, they clung too much to their old 
customs, and didn’t try to integrate themselves into the 
English community. 


If only Enoch was Prime Minister, she thought! 


He’d make this a country fit for Britishers to live in, for sure! 


‘Terrific .... Rose enthused. 


‘Bleedin’ scum,’ Terry muttered, getting a filthy glance from 
a Siddlecombian. 


‘What’s the matter with you?’ 
Terry shrugged. ‘I don’t like Pakkis!’ 


Jock kneed a young boy aside, relishing the anguish on the 
kid’s face when his knee found a softly hanging target. ‘Get 
lost!’ he growled to the tears streaming down the boy's 
cheeks. Ignorantly thrusting past his victim he jostled Terry. 
“You want to live with us you canna be racialist," he 
threatened. 


“lam and if you don't like it give me back my bread, man!’ 


Eyes expressing their hatred of her determination the 
Scotsman weakened a little. “That's community funds now.’ 


‘It’s my money and that’s final!’ 


Rose grinned, placed a hand between them. ‘Can we quit 
worryin’ about bread? I'd like to enjoy the parade.’ She 
appealed to her road-mate. ‘Crissakes, what’s a few pound?’ 


‘What you ain’t had for years!’ Terry exploded. 

‘Lissen you ...’ Jock jabbed a forefinger into her chest, 
bruising a breast. ‘I’m sick an’ tired of pampering a stinkin’ 
little middle-class bitch ... ’ 

Terry brushed his hand aside. ‘Don’t you dare!’ 


Jack White stepped forward. His face held concern. ‘This 
isn’t our scene, man,’ he told Jock. ‘Anyway ...’ and he 
jerked a thumb at the crowd, ‘I’ve spotted Cully!’ 


The Scotsman suddenly tensed, searching the throng. 
‘Where? Is he alone?’ 


‘What about my money?’ Terry insisted. 


Taking her arm gently, Jack whispered, ‘It’s okay, chick. 
Honest! He didn’t mean to... ’ 


“l see him,’ Jock cried triumphantly. ‘Gimme the bread, 
man.’ His hand shook as he waited for Jack to dig through 
pockets crammed with useless junk. Only when the actual 
cash switched ownership did the Scotsman relax slightly. 
And then to grin, thrust through the masses alone. 


“That's my ...’ 


Jack snorted derisively. ‘It’s ours! We're a commune. What’s 
yours is mine, what’s mine is yours.’ His hand rested 
fleetingly on her upper thigh, giving the flesh a furtive 
grope. ‘Get me?’ 


‘Where’s he goin’?’ Rose asked. 
“You'll see - later!’ 


By now the parade had reached its final throes. A few guitar- 
strumming folk-singers marching in blissful disorder tried to 
prevent the spectators from rushing off to pubs and cafes. 
Their theme ‘Follow the Beautiful Ones’ did not bring about 
an exodus towards the tents. Instead, the reverse held true. 
Mostly those straggling in the wake of the ‘folk’ were 
teenagers, cat-calling yobbos out for arranged aggravation. 


‘| need a drink,’ Rose bleated. 


‘We've got to wait for Jock,’ White replied firmly. 


‘Didn’t you hold back even a quid?’ Terry asked. 
‘| couldn’t ... We don’t know what Cully’s price is today!’ 


Several questions flooded Terry’s mind. Rather than appear 
ignorant, however, she impatiently waited for illumination. 
One thing, though, did creep above the subconsciousness. A 
suspicion. A nagging matter worrying like blazes. Drugs! 
Jock had gone to buy grass! 


God, | hope not, she thought. Not that, too. 


Moving closer to Rose she whispered: ‘I’m not going to make 
the drug scene, not for anybody.’ 


Rose trembled, her features like a television screen 
blossoming into technicolour picture. ‘Is that what ... ?’ 


‘You wouldn't?’ 


‘Bloody right | will!’ Rose’s excitement knew no bounds. 
‘Christ - it’s fabulous when you’re flying high. You’ve never 
had a bloke until you’re under him in tripland!’ She inched 
Terry away from White as the youth frowningly tried to pick 
out his mate in a sea of moving heads. ‘One guy | had a ride 
with got me floatin’. Man, was it worthwhile! | could have 
lived with him but he had this bird preggars.’ She grunted to 
express her disgust. ‘Bleedin’ bitch wouldn’t let him off the 
hook.’ 


The story touched home - hard. Oh, Wilf hadn’t been forced 
to do anything about his bun in her oven but Terry wished, 
in one way, that they had been able to set up house and 
bring up the little tyke as their own. 


A tear almost blinded her and she angrily thrust the 
memory into dark recesses again. She had sworn to forget. 


Totally. Completely. She wasn’t a mother. She was a tramp 
letting men abuse her body for favours small and, one day, 
large. 


‘You ever tripped?’ 


Terry shook her head in the negative. She couldn’t trust her 
voice yet. 


“You'll love it!’ 
“The hell | will.’ 


‘Let’s have a fag.’ Rose offered one of hers - bought with 
Terry’s cash before they bumped into the two folk hangers- 
on. Supplying a match she hid a smile. If this girl didn’t want 
to smoke grass then it had to be done with deviousness. 
Like this. Getting her off-guard. Having an ordinary weed - 
and next time offering one loaded with cannabis. 


The smoke going down into her parched lungs settled 
Terry’s nerves. She had a thirst now. A drink would surely 
help. A stiff jolt of whisky. 


‘Here he comes!’ Jack White rubbed hands on his fringed 
jacket. “l wonder how much he got?’ 


‘He’d better have something left,’ Terry warned. ‘I’m not 
forkin’ out my all for that stuff. | want to be entertained - 
royally.’ 


Jack grinned, patted her arse. ‘You will, he told her 
pointedly. “You'll be treated to a royal f... ’ 


Terry didn’t hear the last word in its entirety. Jock’s 
booming, emotion-packed voice drowned his mate's. 


‘Let’s get back to the tent, man. | scored but good.’ 
‘The birds wanna drink,’ White mentioned. 
‘Shit on that.’ 


‘Screw you, Jock,’ Rose yelled, grabbing his sleeve. “We're in 
the mood for the boozer.’ 


Terry nodded agreement when jJock's eyes practically 
begged her to bypass this everyday pleasure. 


‘You've got loot?’ Rose insisted on asking. 
“Not much ...’ 


‘Empty your pockets,’ Terry demanded. ‘If this is a commune 
we've got a right to share alike.’ 


The Scotsman frowned, growled: ‘I’m the leader ... ’ 
“You're bloody not,’ Rose said. She looked ready to hook a 
right to his jaw. "We're equals.’ 


‘I’ve got about forty-five bob left,’ Jock allowed. 
‘Show us,' Terry said. 


‘Christ, okay - four quid! Does that satisfy you?’ 

‘Let’s find a pub!’ Terry didn’t bother about the others. She 
hurried off, aware of the policeman across the street. More 
worried about getting involved should the fuzz decide to 
frisk Jock than losing contact with Rose. After all, Rose was 
perfectly capable of taking care of herself. In all probability 
the girl had been through the narcotics bit previously. And 
that included the rigmarole of interrogation, court, 
suspended sentence. She couldn’t quite get rid of the 


sensation that Rose had been through the hoops over and 
over again. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


From the outside the pub’s commanding difference from a 
dozen others was its name - ‘The Fisherman and Trident.’ 
But inside an attempt had been made to make this local 
exclusive. The bar itself was shaped like the side of a fishing 
Smack and nets hung everywhere - interspersed by glass 
floats and seascape murals. Where some old pubs displayed 
copper and brass this one came complete with ships’ lights, 
oars, lobster pots and a wide variety of artefacts belonging 
to the professional fisherman. 


It had atmosphere. And a lot of people trying to buy drinks. 
The tables offered little chance of seated dwelling over a 
pint. The bar less. 


The majority of drinkers came from areas outside 
Siddlecombe. Right away Terry noticed the stern faces of 
those she assumed belonged here as they quietly sipped 
expensive concoctions and let the out-of-town trade destroy 
their carefully nurtured tranquility. A babble of voices rose 
like crashing waves in a hurricane, making any intelligent 
conversation an impossibility. All one could do was shout an 
order, make inane comments and trust to luck that those 
listening got the drift, if not the actual wordage. 


Standing with Rose and Jack as Jock shoved into the boat- 
Shaped bar, Terry felt utterly dependent upon the Scotsman 
for every blessing. She didn’t enjoy the prospect of 
spending a week in his company. Nor having her every whim 
subjected to the ‘commune’ necessity of sharing their all. 


l'm going to cut-out before another day passes, she 
thought. 


Two loud-mouthed yobs at the far end of the pub began 
jostling an elderly man, abusing him for their spilt pints. 
One, tall and gangling wearing beads round his neck, lashed 
out with a foot. 


It's started! 


For all her love of violence - and she had been party to so 
many football aggros - Terry hated anyone taking advantage 
of an old, defenceless man. 


The man flushed, his small moustache bristling. Where 
lesser beings would have retreated in meek surrender the 
man carefully placed his glass on a table - gentleman to the 
last as he apologised - and swung to meet his tormentors. 


‘A punch-up,’ Jack White said with relish. 
‘Like hell,’ Rose said with more than a touch of regret. 


Three large, athletic rugby-playing types surged forward to 
flank the old man. One look and the loudmouths melted into 
the crowd, finishing their pints in a hurry. 


Terry smiled. She was glad the affair had ended so swiftly. 
And, too, it flashed a warning to her brain - Siddlecombe 
wasn’t much of a town when it came to offering competition 
for hellbent teens but it did have a few guys able to stand 
up to any invasion force of aggro-determined yobbos. She 
would remember that! 


Somehow, Jock managed to get served and handed their 
drinks through those still straining to catch a barman’s eye. 
Only when change was passed to him did Terry notice how 
much. The bastard had been double-dealing all along. 
Nobody received four oncers unless he’d given a fiver! 


The others didn’t twig Jock’s duplicity and Terry withheld 
comment. She'd sort it out when they got back to their tent. 
That was where they should have a war council and get 
matters straight. Like when did they contribute to the 
central fund. And what their cash went on when drugs were 
not on the menu. 


Jock skilfully extracted one smoke from his pocket and lit up. 
Immediately, Jack White frowned, held his hand out with the 
remark, ‘Come on, mate - we Share.’ Reluctantly, another 
smoke appeared. 


Somebody lost in the seething mass strummed a guitar. A 
beer-rough voice shouted and began to sing. In seconds, a 
large section of drinkers were roaring their heads off. 


‘That’s more like it,’ Jack mentioned. Cupping his smoke he 
inhaled deeply, features softening in feigned dreaminess. 
‘Have a drag,’ he told Terry. 


Without thinking the girl accepted the weed, puffed slowly. 
Only when the taste infiltrated her palate did she hurried by 
return the cigarette and swill beer round her mouth. ‘Christ, 
it's a...” 


Rose kicked her ankle. ‘Shut your bloody mouth!’ she 
ordered. 


Maintaining an indignant expression, Terry finished her 
drink, thrust the glass at Rose. ‘Here - I’m leaving. lIl get 
my case from the tent.’ 


‘Save us from wishy-washy chicks,’ Jock moaned. 


‘And l'Il have the four quid change you got,’ Terry growled at 
the frowning Scotsman. 


‘Fuck off!’ 
Rose glared at Jock, mumbled, ‘He still has four?’ 


Terry nodded, feet planted firm on the floor. If he wanted 
trouble then, by God, that’s what he was going to get. She 
had never believed the old yarns about mean Scots. They 
were a canny people but definitely not addicted to 
downright miserliness. Jock Macauley could have been a 
rotten louse regardless of where he was born. 


He had the makings of a proper bastard built-in, the 
shiftiness of any smalltime criminal glinting maliciously from 
those now hooded, veiled eyes. 


A triumphant smirk transformed Jack White’s face. ‘Holding 
out, eh?’ 


Rose brushed aside this timid chastisement. ‘I’m warnin' 
you, Jock - don’t mess me about! I’m not a shrinkin’ violet. 
l'Il have you done if we don't get satisfaction.’ 


Jock gave them his back and made motions as if to join the 
bar throng again. The way they all had to shout to be heard 
above the racket could have disastrous results. He knew 
that the fuzz often placed undercover men in pubs and the 
last thing he wanted was to be pulled in with the stuff on his 
person. 


Somehow, Terry felt the need to play a waiting game. Jock’s 
response showed he had no intention of discussing the 
situation even with his mate. At the moment their commune 
was wide-open to the winds of greed, challenge, jealousy. 
She could see the pensive Jack battling between desire to 
lash out and the more acceptable choice of letting events 
take a natural course. And Rose - the girl’s body was a taut 
bow about to shoot darts into that loathesome spine. 


Rose tapped the Scotsman’s shoulder, gritted, “l spoke to 
you!’ 


Looking back at her, Jock realised the extent of the 
animosity being directed against him. ‘Hell’s bells - let’s go!’ 
he snapped. 


Inspired by the fervour of those singing ‘folk’ the majority of 
the pub’s customers had, by how, joined in. Nobody wanted 
to relinquish his or her place - not even to the frustrated 
barman trying to collect empty glasses from the overflowing 
tables. When Jock kicked off for the door the first person he 
collided with was the hapless barman. To save himself from 
a nasty injury the man automatically released those glasses 
he had managed to retrieve. 


Beer went flying as people jumped. Broken shards speared 
across the floor. The crunch of other glass sounded above 
the singing as Jack, Rose and Terry followed into the gap 
Jock's flailing fists made for himself. 


Only when they reached the pavement outside did the 
Scotsman slow down. Outraged yells from the pub faded 
into nothingness as the door swung shut behind Terry. 


‘Bleedin’ bastards,’ Jock muttered, hands on hips to confront 
his party. ‘Let’s have it out now!’ 


‘The bread, man,’ Rose mentioned again. 
‘Like my four quid,’ Terry insisted. 
‘Our money,’ Jack said quietly. 


Abruptly, Jock grinned and forked over four crisp notes to 
Jack. He had no fear of losing it there. He figured White for 


as cheap a merchant as himself. Most positively the babes 
wouldn’t see hide nor hair of the money. 


A premonition smashed Terry between the grey cells. Either 
she grabbed and blew now or forever held her tongue. She 
reached towards Jack’s hand, found it and the money 
vanishing like a startled sparrow into his pocket. 


“PI handle the loot, baby,’ White said easily. Quite casually 
he concentrated on the antics of four teenage girls wearing 
a variety of Afghan coats, sweaters and thigh revealing 
Skirts as they went past on the other side of the street. 
Everything about his demeanour suggested that the 
problem had been solved. 


“They're from nowhere, man,’ Jock snorted. Eyes fixed on 
Rose’s breasts he grinned. ‘How’s about us goin’ home?’ 


“Home he calls it,’ Terry replied sarcastically. 


‘What the hell suits you?’ Jack grunted. His hands formed 
fists and he menaced if only with his hot eyes. ‘I’ve screwed 
worse’n you, kiddo ... ’ 


Terry’s foot caught him in the groin. Her voice rose to a 
scream-pitched tirade of venomous hatred. ‘You bloody sex- 
maniac! You good-for-nothin’ bastard! You’ve never had a 
girl like me. Never!’ 


While Jack writhed and clutched his injured groin, Rose 
grabbed Terry and backed her away a few feet. ‘Cool it,’ she 
hissed. ‘We can’t afford having the fuzz ask questions, can 
we?’ 


The heady sense of intoxication brought about by her aggro 
vaporized and Terry giggled nervously. She no longer 


wanted to inflict pain. Jack’s contortions satisfied her 
tremendously. 


‘It isn’t like you were doin’ anything new letting him,’ Rose 
insisted pointedly. 


‘Oh, blast!’ Terry detached herself from Rose’s hurting grip 
and shrugged. ‘This isn’t what | expected but if we’re goin’ 
to spend the rest of tonight naked let’s get the hell to a 
pad!’ She wagged a finger at Jock and Jack when they 
beamed at her. ‘I’m warnin’ you both - tomorrow ain’t for 
arsin’ around. l'Il want nosh and taken to one of the shows!’ 


The youths exchanged glances. Tomorrow was pay day, 
anyway. Social Security day. Time for a few bus trips to 
those wonderful, accommodating people with all their 
government lolly just waiting for the asking. Or begging. Or 
plain old-fashioned stealing ... 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


The festival opened on Friday and the ‘Siddlecombe Packet’ 
hit the streets on the following Saturday with reserve 
banner headlines. 


VANDALS ON RAMPAGE was the main theme. 
NUDE BATHERS HOLD ORGY was a close second. 


And TASK FORCE ARREST SEVEN made a third-string catch- 
all halfway down the front page. 


Prominent citizens had, apparently, hurriedly dusted off 
their dictionaries and ‘graciously consented’ to interviews. 
Those who permanently resided in Siddlecombe knew that 
the ‘three’ reporters covering the varied headline-making 
stories were, in fact, the editor-publisher and none else. 
They also knew his detestation for anyone sporting hair 
beneath the collar. And his outright opposition to the festival 
- year after year. 


‘When will the organisers realise that Siddlecombe is a 
decent community and folk festivals of this calibre an 
imposition on every law-abiding citizen?’ proved beyond a 
Shadow of doubt where he stood in the matter. 


One voice-in-print, however, out acided the bitter editor with 
a savage attack on everybody daring to ‘insult our fair town’ 
by walking the streets dressed in such ‘bad taste’ clothing. 
The same person declared: “l am against bringing in these 
uncouth beings and their disgustingly permissive code of 
ethics when so many of us have fought to preserve a 
Victorian charm in the face of present-day odds.’ 


Squatting on the grassy verge where the cliff started and 
the gulls wheeled in angry annoyance at this human 
interloper’s presence. Rose read the newspaper with a 
smile. A who-cares sun shone without bringing warmth and 
she was thankful for the heavy sweater covering her big 
breasts. After all the heat generated the night before she 
felt the chill more than usual. It had been a long while since 
She thrilled to hour-by-hour attentions from one man. 


Terry pushed aside the tent-flap, breathed deep of the salt- 
tang air. Glancing into the dim recesses of the tent she 
frowned. Jack lay partly covered with a single blanket, hairs 
forming darker blobs on his flesh as Jock took advantage of 
Rose’s absence to swaddle himself in a double layer of 
dually heated covers. 


Thank God I'm on the Pill... 


Smiling, Terry let the flap drop. It had been a wow of a night. 
She’d never known such bliss. Of course, she reasoned, it 
had to be the grass. | wouldn’t have done what they wanted 
without artificial stimulation. 


Or would I? 

She remembered that episode in Kevin Lilley’s car! 

At this rate l'Il be a streetwalker in less than a month! 
‘No, | won't," she said aloud. 


Rose looked up, shook the newspaper. ‘Hey - come see this,’ 
she called. 


Terry picked her way carefully to the cliff-edge. She wasn’t 
feeling in the mood for a high-wire performance this 
morning. Nor did the sea lapping at the stones below excite 


her. Even the gulls lufting above seemed like so many 
feathered targets for mental shotgun blasts. 


“That bloke who gave us a ride ... ’ Rose folded the paper, 
shoved it at Terry. ‘Read about him! Christ, what a bloody 
hypocrite!’ 


When she finished the article. Terry laid the paper beside 
her and grinned. ‘He’s solid, man...’ 


‘Talk about women.’ Rose said mysteriously. ‘He’s the sort to 
call us prick-teasers. Like shit - the bastard has something 
comin’!’ 


‘People are like that. Rose.’ Touching the paper for 
emphasis, Terry sighed. ‘He’s got it made in Siddlecombe. 
They don’t know he likes it kinky.’ The memory flooded back 
worse than ever. She squirmed. Inside where it still bothered 
her conscience. ‘I’m forgetting him - and so should you.’ 


“Not me!’ came the vicious retort. ‘| may be loose and easy 
but I’m not normally given to letting another bird see me in 
the act. | haven’t forgotten - and | won't." She composed 
herself dramatically, made excuses. ‘Last night wasn’t like 
with Mr Lilley. Last night was fantastic. Isn’t that Jock 
terrific?’ 


If she wants to be an actress then | can match her in the 
role, Terry thought. Who does she think she’s kidding? Not 
me! Certainly not me. She's a tramp who'd let any man into 
her drawers. Mind you, I’m not much better. | left home with 
the fullest intention of paying for transportation. But | didn’t 
have to agree with Lilley. It was her idea. And she wasn’t so 
het-up during or immediately afterwards. 


‘Yeah - Jock’s great,’ Terry said. 


‘Did Whitey... you know ... ?’ 
‘Flush the loo?’ 
‘Yeah! Did he?’ 


Terry wanted to scream. Instead, she shrugged, replied: 
‘Twice!’ 


‘Only twice?’ Rose shook her head in wonderment. ‘That 
Scots bastard got me sizzling five times | could count.’ Her 
eyes narrowed as she contemplated Terry. ‘I thought | heard 
you guys going off more’n twice.’ 


‘Maybe Jack - not me, mate!’ 


‘I’m horrible,’ Rose confided. ‘I can't let a guy get his kicks 
without me joinin' in.’ 


“You're not horrible.’ Terry thought. “You're just jelly ready to 
quiver every time somebody shakes the plate.’ 


‘I'll bet Kevin Lilley would have loved last night,’ Rose said. 


We're pathetic failures, Terry mused silently. Failures as 
hitchhikers, as women too. Take Rose - if any sane individual 
would want her - and the way she kept harping back to 
Lilley. The guy had really sold her. Really captured 
something inside the girl. Something disastrous. And me! 
I’m not a saint but | shouldn’t be like | was during the night 
in the tent. That was disgusting. Worse than depraved. The 
things | did - and suggested that Jack did! 


‘I’m hungry and we've nothing to eat,’ Rose complained. 


Terry sympathised, and let the topic drop. She could afford a 
simple breakfast in one of the town’s many restaurants. She 


didn’t have this utter dependence upon what Jock or Jack 
bought. Tea wasn’t enough. Nor did she fancy sharing 
unbuttered bread so hard that even seagulls wouldn’t 
accept it as an addition to their fishy diet. 


“You get them up and I'll see if | can manage some stale 
cakes,’ Terry said. 


“Ill come with you...’ 


‘No!’ That would spoil everything. ‘No - you make the tea. l'Il 
return fast as | can.’ 


Waiting for Rose to enter the tent, Terry inched closer to 
where she had secreted the rest of her cash. All she needed 
was a quid. With that she could have bacon and eggs, toast 
and decent tea. The change would let her buy stale bread 
from one of the five bakers Siddlecombe boasted. In her 
book that was the limit of her do-gooder commune-sharing 
extravagance. 


Once Rose disappeared through the tent-flap, Terry hurried 
to her hoard and removed one pound. She was marching 
downhill when Rose re-appeared. Her secret had survived 
intact! 


Stories in the lurid Sunday press came from her memory 
banks to torment her. She could recall the Manson killings, 
the spate of yarns dealing with hippies, yippies and their ilk 
in Britain. Had she inadvertently walked in on a pair of 
Manson-painted blokes? 


She laughed aloud, sprinted down the grass verge between 
cliff and path. Imagination was a powerful weapon. Too 
much for her. She would have to watch it. Like a kid told 
that bad beings lurked in the darkness she did not intend to 


be frightened by every shadow. Even if, occasionally, she 
had to jump and shake when a night noise sounded nearby. 


What would mum and dad say if they saw me now? 


Suddenly, she dropped to a steady crawl. Her feet carried 
lead-weights. For them she emoted pity. Not for herself. She 
had chosen the bed on which all men took their devious 
pleasures. But her parents - God, she hoped they 
understood something about her tribulations. If they didn’t 
then she was truly a soul wandering limbo in peaceless 
quest. 


The town bustled when she finally reached its shopping 
precincts. With ordinary people. None of the folk crowd had 
yet emerged from their lairs. 


She chose an inexpensive cafe, had breakfast. She enjoyed 
the non-selective service. Her order, apparently, was as 
good as the old dear gazing across the waters as a lap-dog 
Peke kept its glassy eye on proceedings. 


Outside, attached to every lamp-standard, crossed flags 
hung limply in the lazy air. One was always a Union Jack, the 
second representing a nation whose folk group had 
undertaken to display its talents for the festival. Underneath 
one set of flags somebody had hung a rectangular banner 
declaring: MIGHT IS RIGHT - YOUTH FREEDOM MOVEMENT. 


Seeing herself through alien eyes, Terry realised how wrong 
this scene was for her. She did not belong nor could she 
ever integrate with folk hangers-on. For starters, she 
loathed the drug dependence that seemed to infiltrate 
through every strata of folk. She had a thing, too, about 
long-haired youths. Her background had been geared to 
accept hairies, hippies, yippies and their ilk as natural 
enemies. Trippers and speedball merchants left her cold. As 


did screwing under canvas. Skins and smooths had faults 
galore but at least they worked and socialised to an extent. 
Not so the Jock’s and White’s. They shunned normal 
intercourse. They failed, dismally, to accept a shred of 
responsibility for the society in which they lived. They took 
without giving anything. They were leech-like, sucking dry 
the limb that provided. 


Paying her bill, she walked along a street. Some of the early- 
rising folk people had appeared now. These were artists- 
dancers, singers, instrumentalists. Their behaviour left 
nothing to be desired. Indeed, she noted how they went out 
of their way to be friendly, courteous, helpful. What a 
difference between them - the real exponents of an art form 
- and those who followed in the wake of advance publicity. 


Entering a bakery she asked for stale bread - explaining that 
she liked her toast hard and crisp. She did not intend to beg 
nor would she ever create an atmosphere in which she 
appeared to be a drop-out, a penniless tramp. She took a 
hard loaf, paid the ‘fresh’ price and quickly departed ... 
Unaware that Kevin Lilley watched her from the safety of a 
glass partition ... 


KK KK 


‘Oh, God!’ 


As the girl left, Lilley placed his back against a wall and let 
the shakes subside. He was not usually given to outbreaks 
of this nature but there had been a moment when he almost 
faced a direct confrontation. But for some self-protective 
instinct he would have opened the connecting door between 
bakery and shop and run into more troublesome 
explanations than he cared to think about. 


‘Are you all right, Mr Lilley?’ a voice asked. 


He compelled himself to regain composure, swung from the 
wall and stared at little Elise Murray. She did something to 
him. Of all his employees she alone had resisted his every 
effort to seduce her. Yet, he did not give up. One day ... 


‘Just a touch of heartburn,’ he explained with a weak smile. 


The girl laughed. ‘Take something for that, sir. | thought 
you'd had another attack ... ’ 


He hid a grin. Everybody - except his doctor, of course - 
knew about his series of heart-attacks. What none of them 
really realised was that he got bad turns to order. Like when 
his wife started nagging unduly, or when a sales manager 
called to enquire about overdue accounts. 


“Are you busy?’ 


Elise nodded, moving automatically to the door and 
grasping the handle. ‘Yes, sir.’ 


‘Carry on, then...’ 


His eyes fastened like headlights on a cat’s-eye stud on a 
fog-bound road as the girl’s buttocks shifted sensually under 
her store uniform. She was small but exquisitely formed - 
everything in miniature and everything so bloody perfect. 


‘Mrs Lilley was looking for you, sir,’ Elise said and adroitly 
closed the door on her rear image. 


To hell with Wynne! 


His marriage had been one of those mistakes a man made 
when caught up in matters far removed from sanity. A 
wartime experience that had seemed so exciting it could not 
be denied its judicial conclusion. 


Wynne... 


Without her he could not run the shop. When business got 
him down and his many mistresses refused to accommodate 
his ‘instant’ desire Wynne was always there. Mrs Available. 
Pandering to insatiable urges. Catering to his enormous ego. 
A foil for his sarcasm. 


That girl... 


Why had she picked his shop? There were other bakeries. 
Most less expensive. 


He shook again, controlled his fears. A coincidence! It had to 
be. 


Would she... ? 


He thrust the lecherous thought from his mind. It wasn’t just 
her he worried about. That companion ... what was her 
name? ... Rose! Yes, Rose! She was the real worry. A little 
bitch. A road-screwing-whore! Smart as a whip when it came 
to adding profits to dropped drawers. 


Wynne wouldn’t give a damn. She knew his penchant for 
fresh flesh. Knew he lusted far in excess of what she 
provided. But there was the image ... the town picture of a 
successful businessman. His empire could collapse with one 
whispered hint of what went on behind Tabbard’s closed 
doors. He didn’t have to get the shits over those employees 
he had taken. They’d all been paid for services rendered. All 
been compromised to the extent of silence. 


But these festival hangers-on ... 


He’d been stupid! Crazy! 


So many things came to torment him. Deeds not in keeping 
with his wartime decorations. Deeds performed under 
circumstances of betrayal. Life’s illusions recalled. 


A thought struck him forcibly! 
What if he visited the girls and made a deal with them? 


It would be better to tackle them far removed from 
Tabbard’s success story environment. Far from where they 
could pin-point his wealth, his sphere of influence. 


But where? 


He set his clipboard with its delivery data on a shelf. If he 
hurried he could follow the girl. Discover their hideout. 


Elise Murray watched her employer rush past the bakery 
window with mixed feelings. In the four months she had 
been employed here she had never known Kevin Lilley to 
make a local call on anyone. He did his business from the 
upstairs office, only venturing forth to visit suppliers outside 
their immediate area when stock reached a dangerously low 
level. 


‘Something’s wrong,’ she thought. And let the incongruity 
Slip into the realm of forgotten observation. 


‘FIL take over here,’ she told the bakery girl. “You have your 
tea...’ 


As the other girl hastily checked her till, Elise secretly 
wondered if, perhaps Kevin had had his way with her. She 
wasn’t bad looking. All legs and tits. The type to excite their 
boss. The sort to make it hotter than sizzling for a man who 
could arouse her to frenetic efforts. 


‘I’m down a fiver... ’ 


Elise caught the who-cares attitude. That satisfied her 
curiosity. Lilley had been making it here. A fiver on a till not 
in charge of a mistress meant trouble. A lot of shouting and 
recriminations. But - so apparently - not on this cash 
register. 


‘Initial it...” 


The girl frowned, scribbled ‘L. D.’ on the tape. Yet another 
proof of her current status with Lilley. The rest of them had 
to sign everything with a full signature. Even although Elise 
had said ‘initial’ she had, in fact, meant the whole name. 


Alone now, Elise considered the advantages associated with 
a nefarious affair. Time off, cash in the pocket, advancement 
which meant a higher take-home pay packet spread over 
uncertain weeks. And those mysterious parcels delivered by 
van to home. She had her own notions about the parcels - 
clothes, shoes, gifts from a variety of shops. 


Was it worth letting Lilley get his fleshly lascivious delights? 


The more she tried to rationalise her stand-offishness the 
more she figured Lilley’s pawing worthwhile. After all, she 
was far from being a virgin. She’d had her moments. 
Frequently. With several boys. And without any benefits. 


If he asked me again ... 


She smiled when an old dear entered and concentrated on 
serving. A loaf, a few cakes, some buns ... 


What if Lilley put a bun in her oven? 


I'd have the bastard over a barrel for keeps... 


Okay, l'Il let him! 


CHAPTER NINE 


A fire burned dangerously near to a clump of windbent 
shrub. Jock squatted before the flames, gazing at the smoke 
coiling from green wood. He had a distant, not here, vacant 
expression as if nothing mattered except his private 
thoughts, his day-dreams. 


Terry thought he looked more human, more relaxed than 
usual. She knew why, too. Ignoring the addict she tossed 
her loaf to Rose, pushed past Jack into the tent. The mess 
made her want to vomit. Nobody had ever accused her of 
being Miss Tidy-guts of this or any other year but she had 
certainly not been guilty of living knee-deep in discarded 
underwear, bedclothes and miscellaneous cooking utensils. 


‘Want toast?’ Rose’s voice called through the canvas. 


‘Naw ... ’ She kicked aside a pot. Somewhere under there 
was her suitcase. She couldn’t continue to exist like a pig. 
She still had some pride left. Not much! - and she grinned at 
the rueful reminder of what she had become. Christ, a bird's 
got to have a sense of humour or she’s better off dead! 


Jack entered, unzipping his flies. Eyes filled with undisguised 
lust bored through her garments. ‘I’m randy,’ he announced. 


‘I’m not handy.’ came Terry’s fast reply. 


‘Lissen you ...’ Trousers half-off, Jack advanced with a 
menacing hand clawing for her breasts. ‘We make it when | 
Say so!’ 


The pot at her feet caught her attention and, with a 
swiftness that caught him by surprise, she scooped it into 
her hand, smashed at his unprotected face. She felt the 


impact send little tremors along her arm, dropped the pot as 
fear replaced bravado. Blood raced from his broken nose. 


‘Oh, God,’ she moaned, unable to move now. 


Rose opened the tent-flaps, gasped, Outside, like a zombie 
awaiting a voodoo doctor’s call to arise, Jock sat gazing at 
the thickening smoke. 


‘You bitch!’ Jack spat blood, eyes blazing. 


Panic gripped the girl. Stumbling over the heaped confusion 
she reached the flaps, thrust Rose aside. She could hear 
grunted animal sounds coming from White’s chest, almost 
feel his fetid hot breath on her spine. Blinded by fright she 
ran ... down the hillside ... desperate to reach those thick 
trees which formed tall, sentinel lines round the hill’s base. 


My gear! My bread! 


She wanted to turn, go back and retrieve her belongings, 
the cash. She couldn’t. Her feet just kept running - faster 
now as the thud of Jack’s feet came closer. 


KK KK 


From the sheltering trees Kevin Lilley watched the girl’s 
flight. Not once did it occur to him to intervene. What these 
little tramps did and what their yobbo boyfriends wanted 
from them did not concern him a bit. His sole interest was 
self-preservation. To get out from under. To ensure his ‘good’ 
name remained inviolate in Siddlecombe. 


The complexities of his nature did not allow him to admit to 
any failings. When he seduced a woman, teenager or - as he 
had once not long ago - a schoolgirl, his mind automatically 
locked out any smear on his character. It was not that he 


had a schizophrenic personality. Far from a disconnection 
between thoughts, feelings and actions he had a crystal 
clear recollection of every conquest, every deviation. But, 
like a soldier used to killing the enemy he refused to accept 
total responsibility for the base deeds and shelved them ina 
conveniently dark recess. Consciously he knew his faults. 
And just as consciously he rejected the implications of each. 


That he could worry and try to prevent his actions from 
becoming public property showed he was not a medical 
case. Just a man suffering from an over-generous greed for 
sexual experience. 


When the girl reached the sanctuary of the trees he fixed his 
attentions on the youth. He didn’t like the ugly bloodstained 
face nor the hate that emanated from him. Like a massive 
aura spelling out revenge the emotional turmoil roiling 
inside the youth shone through his pores. Enveloped him 
totally. 


A dancing nerve twitched his lips. This one would make a 
terrible foe. 


Rose stared at her dirty underwear and swore. It was bad 
enough having to wash the bleedin’ things without getting 
them actually bloodstained. She cursed Terry and the day 
they’d met. She should have known better than to team up 
with anybody. Especially a greenhorn hitchhiker. Nothing like 
this had ever happened when she travelled alone. 


She could hear Jack grunting and snorting as he approached 
the tent. She dreaded the idea of being alone with this pair. 
One she could manage. Two she could not begin to 
contemplate. The way they went at it would wear her to a 
frazzle inside a night. 


‘Bitch! Bitch! Bitch!’ 


She cowered inside the tent, afraid to look outside. 
‘Shake it off, man,’ White’s voice snarled. 


‘Beautiful. So beautiful, man,’ Jock’s thickly Scottish voice 
said. 


‘Jesus ... Come on you Scots bastard! We've got to see the 
Social!’ 


‘Lolly - lovely lolly... ’ 


Jack came into the tent, glared at Rose. ‘Gimme a rag,’ he 
snarled. His nose looked awful - twisted, bloody, a hint of 
bone breaking flesh. 


‘You should go to a doctor!’ 


“PIE swing for that bitch,’ was his only answer. He didn't 
glance at the grimy vest he grabbed. Dabbing at his face he 
got most of the blood off, tried a few experimental 
inhalations. Pain flooded his eyes and he flung the vest at 
the flaps. ‘It bloody hurts!’ 


‘You going out somewhere?’ 


He jabbed a finger at Rose’s large breasts feeling the tip 
sink into her yielding flesh. ‘Yeah - an’ you best be here 
when I get back!’ Viciously kicking aside some of their 
assorted possessions he stomped from the tent. 


For a minute or two Rose remained standing. Then, as a 
sack of potatoes would when half-emptied, she collapsed 
into a heap. Sobs wracked her frame. That stupid bitch Terry 
had done this to her! 


“PIL find her,’ she said aloud through a cascade of salty 
tears. ‘l'Il find her an’ bleedin’ give her wot for!’ 


CHAPTER TEN 


Something snapped inside Jock Macauley’s mind and he 
remembered what Rose had said about Kevin Lilley’s 
ownership of Tabbard’s. In there, too, was the choice news 
item concerning Lilley’s penchant for sexual deviation. 


God, what an opportunity, he thought and chewed over his 
mental blockbuster notion. 


It gave him a giggle knowing that his big one came about 
after a night of uninhibited sex. A night Rose would never 
forget. Bloody hell, they’d been high on speed. The three of 
them. The little mink had shown she could handle two guys 
without once losing the ability to keep each joyously happy. 
He didn’t believe her morning-after declaration she couldn’t 
stand it a second night running. She was built for screwing. 
Like a nail given a few turns on a lathe before it reached the 
market. Her equipment had been designed for pleasure. 
Kicks. Thrills galore. 


He looked round the deserted campsite, Jack had finally 
admitted to needing a doctor’s attention. Rose to getting 
grub for them. He begrudged the money she'd taken. 


He laughed, rocked on his heels. What the hell was money! 
He'd have a bundle soon. The sucker hadn't been told yet 
but he'd cough-up if it was a choice between paying and 
getting his name blackened. 


Kevin Lilley! 
Tabbard's wealthy bank account for the asking! 


Christ, what a score! 


He didn’t even feel mad at Terry now. If it hadn’t been for 
her and Rose this golden shot would have gone a-begging. 
Two birds and what he'd wanted them to do! The bloke must 
be kinky. Real gone on sex. 


Somehow he had to figure the right way to deal his hand, to 
hold nothing but trumps. Every trick must be his. And the 
kitty going one direction - smack into his pocket! 


| need a shot, he told himself. | need a dozen shots. All 
floating and able to think clearly. 


He chuckled and searched his roll for the stuff. A good job 
the others hadn’t spotted his holdout packet. They’d been 
raving for it last night. Really sold on getting stoned, non- 
alcoholically. Fingers shaking slightly he opened the paper. It 
was enough for his purpose. He’d find that bloody pusher 
somewhere today and get a fresh supply for tonight. God, 
yes - Rose wouldn’t be the same without her grass and 
mainliner. Oh, the mainliner! That had been what sent her 
soaring. Like a naked jaybird making love to a cloud. Or 
pleading for some Supreme Being to saturate her soul with 
fluffy material that would keep her floating above the 
uncouth, unfeeling mortals below. 


Cooking his spoonful he cogitated on how soon he could get 
to Lilley. Today? Tomorrow? What did it matter when? He had 
the bastard smack in his cupped palm! 


A thousand quid, that’s what he would ask for to seal their 
bargain. He could afford a thousand! Just a grand? Why not 
two? Or three? 


Careful, you stupid bastard ... 


Don't get air-bubbles into the bloodstream ... 


That's the Big ‘D’, man! Satan s flames and that shit! 


He replaced his hypo and rubber band, stored them inside 
his gear. Terrific! He felt one hundred percent now. Ready to 
go over the edge. Ready to blow his cool. 


The fire needed twigs. He sat staring at it, uncaring. Funny 
things took place inside his head. Torments older than sin 
charged forward, bugged him. New worries plagued. He 
hated. He raged. All silently. All building a head of steam 
worse than a rocket about to explode its deadly cargo on a 
populous town. 


God, how he hated people. Hated himself! 
Especially bastards like Lilley ... 


Rose walked into Tabbard’s without a care in the world 
attitude. The folk hangers-on had warned her - don’t try to 
shoplift there. Already, four arrests had earmarked the shop 
as a danger zone. 


For Rose the visit wasn’t meant to be more than a social call 
on an ‘old friend’. She had to see what his reactions would 
be when confronted by a lay-by bunk-up. And if he wished to 
hustle her arse from the store she wouldn’t object - 
providing he sent her on her way with a fiver or two. 


Funny, she mused as she walked down the centre aisle 
between neat rows of gourmet tin-stuff, how Fate once ina 
while hands a girl like me a chance to make a quick pay-off. 
All | wanted was a bloody ride and | got took for a mug. So 
he got his special kicks. | didn’t. | hated it with that frozen 
bitch Terry. Not that | wanted it with a girl, anyway. The 
afters weren’t bad. Extras for good behaviour sort of deal ... 


A woman approached, all haughty and ready to send her 
packing. She deliberately smiled, touched a few tins and 
shrugged off a potential purchase as if she understood the 
difference between frog’s-legs and Japanese rattlesnake 
steaks. She pushed the woman aside, turned into a side 
aisle. The sausage counter confronted her, making her 
mouth water. She loved Polish garlic rings. 


And German ‘Knockwurst’. A lorry driver mate of hers way 
back had given her samples from his load for a three night 
hitch. That had been something fantastic. Sausage by day, 
Sausage by night. 


‘Can | help you?’ a haughty voice asked from a distance. 


Rose poised on her toes. ‘That’s possible, luv,’ she smiled. 
‘Tell Mr Lilley I’m here. | want to speak to him.’ 


The woman exhibited sudden fright. Her hands went to her 
throat and her cold green eyes chipped ice from an Atlantic 
berg. 


‘Get ’im,’ Rose snapped. 
The woman hurried away, destroyed. 


‘Nice grub,’ Rose told a counter-man as she gently stroked a 
German sausage with her fingers. 


‘Please don’t touch,’ the man said. 
“Wot's you think | got - leprosy?’ 


The man flushed, hurriedly moved along his counter. He 
wanted nothing to do with that ‘person’. 


Any further confrontation was saved by Kevin Lilley arriving. 
He glared at Rose and she smiled. He seemed distraught 
and she perfectly at ease. 


‘Nice place you got,’ she said. 
‘What do you want?’ he hissed softly. 


‘Don’t you care for me anymore?’ She kept her voice low. If 
She wanted him to kick-in she had to play her cards 
carefully. ‘I thought you’d be overjoyed to see me.’ 


‘Get out!’ 


She raised an eyebrow, let her coat swing open. Her large 
breasts jiggled firmly when she swung them. ‘I could make 
you love.’ 


‘Oh, Lord!’ 


‘All right, luv - don’t worry. Don’t pee yourself. I’m going.’ 
She closed her coat. ‘How’s about a favour, eh?’ 


‘Outside!’ He took her elbow with apparent distaste and 
steered her down the aisle, to the door, on to the pavement. 
Only then did he speak normally as his hand dived into a 
pocket. ‘You’ve got a nerve! Look - you can have everything 
| have on me if you'll promise not to come back?’ He 
showed the extent of his cash reserves - almost thirteen 
pounds. 


Her fingers extracted the money from his shaking hand. ‘Ta, 
luv. Was that the missus?’ 


‘Yes!’ 


‘No wonder you like a bit on the side ...’ She laughed, 
winked at him and walked down the street. She didn’t have 
to look over her shoulder. Lilley wasn’t the type of man to 
linger in public when a scrubber came into view. His 
lingerings were in some layby, miles from Siddlecombe. 
Private lingerings. Kinky little deals. 


She felt great. She’d scored. Best still, she hadn’t asked him 
outright for money. And she hadn’t promised to leave him 
alone, either. 


KKK K 


That tramp! That cheap touting tramp! 


Lilley kept muttering to himself as he climbed Combe Hill. 
He’d gone through hell with Wynne after seeing the girl off 
the premises. She’d raged, sworn, threatened. And not 
without justification. The one unspoken thing they’d always 
agreed upon was that his ‘bent’ did not reflect on the store’s 
position as a moralistic haven for every God-fearing old dear 
in Siddlecombe. Now that image had been almost shattered. 


I've got to make a deal with them to leave us alone! 


He broke from the trees, spotted the tent. One man sat by a 
dead fire, immobile. The girls were no longer in evidence 
and he began to wonder if, perhaps, he had rushed into 
battle too soon. 


The bastard'll know where they are! 


He climbed until he drew level with the youth. He could tell 
something was wrong - but what? He had no intimate 
experience of drug-addicts. No guide to carry him across the 
river of trip-dread neurosis. He was a blind man groping ina 


sunlit field for one blade of grass that had stored memory, 
familiarity. 


‘Man, you’re blocking my view!’ 
Lilley swallowed an urge to hit the other. 
‘You’re shit!’ 


“Why you...’ Lilley bent and grabbed Jock’s hair, forcing the 
youth’s head back. A clubbed fist postured dramatically. 
‘Where are the girls?’ 


Jock grinned lopsidedly, as yet not completely aware of the 
realities. The drug working on his system made it difficult to 
concentrate beyond a vicarious pleasure at having some- 
one nearby to vent his spite upon. ‘Fuck off!’ 


Lilley grunted, bashed his fist into the other’s throat. For a 
second he wanted to batter this long-haired smelling animal 
into a pulp. Only a stronger desire to locate the girls 
stopped him. Shaking Jock like a water-logged pup he 
snarled, ‘Where are those girls?’ 


Spluttering for breath, Jock struggled to his feet. A red 
curtain had fallen across his eyes and just through it he saw 
the contorted features of his attacker. His hand went inside 
his pocket, brought out a wicked knife. Keeping it by his 
thigh he snapped the blade open. 


‘| won't ask again,’ Lilley rasped. 


‘Then don’t!’ Jock’s arm shot out, the knife held tight, level. 
With a piston motion the blade flashed in, out; in out. Five 
times. 


Blood-splattered, Lilley careened backwards. Across the fire- 
ash, into the tent. His tormented gurgles fought to make 
one final plea to ward-off another assault. 


Laughter bubbled from Jock’s slack lips. He loved the way 
the man folded, hands clasped to his bleeding middle, face 
greyish and falling apart. 


‘Hel ...’ Blood frothed to throttle the single word. Lilley hit 
the deck, twitching, trying desperately to hold his innards 
inside him. The pain didn’t count. Only the fog that crept 
across his mind ... An embracing mist erasing 
consciousness. 


Using the knife like a spear, Jock aimed and thrust - letting 
the knife go as it went straight and true into Lilley’s chest. 
Somewhere far off in his drugland dream he had got himself 
a fresh fish from a lagoon. He'd eat tonight. He’d light 
another fire ... oh, yes, the old one had grown cold waiting 
for him to go fishing! 


A noise penetrated Jock’s dream. 


He swooped, tore the knife from its fleshy abode, swung to 
face whatever nightmare was rushing to pound him with its 
deadly hoofs. 


It didn’t matter much now. He was ready. The knife had 
security in its hard, unyielding feel. In its steel-quick blade. 


Another fast-flashing fish? 
A streak of silvered scale, a sucker-mouth, a fin or two? 
He lunged, ripped upwards - from belly to head! 


Christ - fish don't scream! 


He giggled, sank to his knees and stared at the twisting, 
writhing mass. A bloody mermaid! That’s what he’d speared 
- a bloody mermaid. Look at those tits! God they shifted so 
easily. But where was her tail? Not her arse - mermaids 
didn’t have an arse worth mentioning. The tail! The fishy 
tail! The one with scales and flippers. 


She looks like somebody | know, he thought. Like that 
trollop Rose! Big hands, big tits, big arse. And big 
everything! 


Did | satisfy that? 
ľ'm a man if 1 did! 


He tossed the knife aside, folded on to cupped arms and 
hands and went to sleep ... 


Rose crawled across Lilley’s motionless body. She wanted to 
shout, to make that bastard Jock realise what he’d done. A 
numbness flowed through her. Blood poured from the wound 
that raked the length of her torso. 


Hands clawing, she tried to rouse the sleeping Scot, and 
couldn't. 


Why don't I hurt now? 


A great sensation approaching absolute contentment 
filtered her mind. A flickering thought of a child dropping off 
to sleep after suckling on its mother’s breast assumed major 
importance. She smiled, allowed the desire to snuggle 
overpower her ... 


KKK K 


Something sticky coated his hand and Jock slowly opened 
his eyes. The drug was wearing off fast. He noticed Rose’s 
head nearby, the peculiar way she lay. For a minute he 
thought that Lilley was Jack White then caught the terrible 
contorted mask that went for a face and ... 


He saw his own hand, crimsoned. 
Panic-speed erased the drug’s last hold on him! 


He sat upright, stared at the slaughter-house scene. The 
knife was his and, faintly through the hypnotic fog that 
lingered he recalled some events. 


‘Christ!’ 


Fear boiled upwards. A separate need to dispose of the 
bodies manifested itself. Unthinking, he dragged Rose from 
the tent, looked for a place to hide her corpse. 


The cliffs! 


Hurrying to the edge he gazed down at the water. High tide! 
Perfect ... 


Working faster than he’d ever done he pulled Rose forward, 
rolled her over the cliff. He didn’t wait to see her lifeless 
body hurtle and bounce and plummet into the sea. The 
other one had to follow ... 


Who the hell was the man? 


Holding back nausea he went through the man’s pockets. A 
driver’s licence gave him one answer - Kevin Lilley. Frantic 
now, he emptied the content of every pocket and let the 
sight of forty-nine quid plus small change and a chequebook 


temporarily ease his fright. He’d lost out on a thousand but 


Dragging the body to the cliff he kicked it viciously into 
Space. This time he watched, feeling a thrill as it floated 
inwards, smashed against rock and shot out again. When it 
plunged into the sea he rubbed his hands together and 
braced himself for a clean-up job. He had to get rid of the 
blood before Jack and Terry returned. 


It was a difficult task. The ground refused to release its 
bloody covering. Like a madman he chopped at the grass 
with his knife, cutting away those areas too sodden to wash 
off. Using his remaining water he rinsed the pots and pans 
flecked with crimson and bundled each item of clothing 
coated with the tell-tale stuff. These he buried in the shrub. 


After thirty minutes he stood and examined the tent’s 
interior minutely. Not a trace he could see. Outside, too, 
seemed devoid of evidence. 


Stuffing the money into a pocket he squared his shoulders 
and, whistling, strode off down the hill. He had a date with a 
pusher. He could afford one gigantic trip. Afterwards he’d 
find some logical excuse for shoving off for other parts. If 
the fuzz came calling they were welcome to nick White ... 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Terry spent the day sitting on a wall with the sea washing 
restlessly nearby. She felt so alone, so cut-off from the 
humanity tide ebbing back and forth around her. None of 
the gaily-coloured costumes meant a damn thing. Nor did 
the sounds of music drifting from the various sites. 


She was homeless, penniless. That was her problem. Hers - 
and nobody worried about a girl her age these days. People 
didn’t want to be bothered. Especially the people who called 
Siddlecombe home. She was a stranger, an unwanted visitor 
incapable of supporting herself or contributing to the 
community at large. Ergo, an outcast. Just another of those 
drifters. 


What the hell had Rose been doing in Tabbard's? 


She watched a child play with a dog as she mulled over this 
complication. It had been an accident catching sight of Rose 
with Lilley on the street. She’d been shoved off-balance and 
looked round to receive the apology she expected. Not that 
one had been forthcoming. Not from the drunken long- 
haired bastard! But that was when she'd caught a glimpse 
of Rose... 


I'll bet she was asking for money! 


The dog barked, jumped up on the child, licked like crazy at 
that beaming little chubby face. 


I'm not going to be linked with her! I've got to explain... got 
to warn Mr Lilley | won't tell about what happened in the 
layby! 


Reluctantly, she moved from the wall. Dog and child were 
back doing their thing - digging for treasure in the sand. 


As she passed a coffee shop she saw Jock with his drug- 
supplying mate. She quickened her step. The last person 
she wanted to converse with was the Scotsman. She 
wondered where the blazes he kept getting money for 
grass. It seemed to be a fact of life that his sort always 
scored. 


Looking at the type of people frequenting Tabbard’s she got 
the heebie-jeebies. Dare she enter this specialised 
emporium? Would they let her kind inside those exclusive 
doors? 


Time was running out for her. They would be shutting soon. 
She had to fight down her ‘I’m-not-right’ lack of courage. 
Bracing herself, she pushed the door open, brazenly walked 
towards an assistant. 


‘Where can | find Mr Lilley?’ she asked. 


The woman stared at her in disbelief. ‘We haven’t any jobs 
going...’ 


Terry brushed aside the dismissal. ‘I’m not interested in 
work, miss. | want Mr Lilley - personally!’ 


The snort said ‘no, you wouldn’t want work, would you?’ ‘He 
isn’t here.’ 


‘Will he be back?’ 


‘Of course - but | don’t think he'll see you. He is a busy man, 
you know.’ 


Terry smiled wanly. ‘Would you take a message for him?’ 


Just then another woman arrived. She tossed her head, 
almost swept the assistant aside as she glared at this 
intruder. ‘Take a message for whom?’ she asked imperiously. 


‘For Mr Lilley ... ’ 


‘Oh!’ The woman drew herself to her full height, hands 
formed clenched protection across her stomach. ‘I’m Mrs 
Lilley - I’ll deal with this.” 


‘| didn’t ... ' Terry floundered. The last person she wanted to 
involve was Lilley’s wife. ‘Thanks,’ she added quickly. “Il 
call tomorrow.’ 


‘Just a minute ...” The woman caught Terry’s arm as the girl 
turned to depart. ‘Where is my husband?’ 

Something lanced through Terry’s mind bringing a funny, 
uneasy sensation to the pit of her stomach. ‘Isn’t he here?’ 


‘No - and he’s been missing for hours. Do you know where 
he could be?’ Suddenly the woman expressed concern. Her 
stern features relaxed and worry shone in her piercing eyes. 
‘He doesn’t make a habit of leaving the premises ... ' She 
caught herself and affected unconcern again. “l won't beat 
about the bush, miss ... ” and that hurt Terry could see. ‘Your 
folk festival crowd aren’t acceptable in Tabbard’s. | wouldn’t 
come back. Not tomorrow, Not ever!’ 


Terry smiled. ‘Mrs Lilley - you’re a stuck-up bitch. | wouldn’t 
come here even if | had a million.’ She released her arm and 
walked angrily down the store. 


His money practically spent, Jock felt a glow permeate his 
being. Already, the shock of finding himself a double killer 
had worn off and, now, he had to prepare his defences in 
case the fuzz got to work sooner than he anticipated. He 
didn’t know what would happen to the bodies. The sea 


should carry them out from land but there was always that 
Slight possibility one or the other snagged the rocks and 
became the object of some very intensive investigation. 


How can I throw the bleeders off my scent? 


An itch started inside him. He’d have to get back to the tent 
and have a shot. But first - spread a few untruths and let 
gossip tangle the fuzz in a devious web. 


It wasn’t hard getting some of the hangers-on interested. 


They gobbled up his suggestion - carefully worded to make 
it appear he was furious to find Rose betraying his 
generosity and friendship - that Lilley had seduced the girl. 
And it wasn’t more difficult to drop the rumour in front of 
some locals by raising his voice at the opportune moment. 


Satisfied now, he hurried back to the tent - and another trip 


KK KK 


Wynne Lilley carried the tray with its heavy silver bags and 
notes wrapped in elastic bands up the stairs to Kevin's 
office. She had begun to worry. It wasn’t like Kevin to go 
AWOL from the store. To have him absent when cashing-up 
hour arrived was tantamount to panic stations. 


Leaving the takings on his desk she gazed at the telephone. 
Something tried to make her reach for the instrument, to 
contact the police. Something else stopped her. Kevin would 
be furious if she brought undue publicity to focus on his 
nefarious activities. 


God, those little bitches! 


What could have possessed him to let them know who he 
was and where he resided! 


Pausing before a mirror she stared at her reflection. She was 
still an attractive, woman. Upper-class and = snobbish, 
admittedly. But presentable and the type men of executive 
calibre loved to be seen with at functions. Before she 
married Kevin she had been in great demand. Not that she 
would ever hint at promiscuity but she had not been one to 
pussyfoot when it came to enjoying the sexual side of a 
friendship. From adolescence her lack of morals had allowed 
her tremendous scope to indulge in those affairs she 
encouraged. Yet she hated the modern version of her 
scented boudoir antics of thirty years ago. She had never 
permitted intimacies in a car, on grass, in an office. All her 
men had been compelled to provide the comfort she 
insisted was a woman’s right during love-making. Soft beds, 
room service supplying finest wines and brandy, and an 
energy-building breakfast come morning. 


If anything has happened to Kevin | can still command my 
pleasures, she thought absently. And jerked into full 
awareness of what had been a subconscious admission that 
something had definitely occurred. 


He's had an accident... 
He's lying somewhere injured ... 


She jabbed the intercom to life, waited as scratching noises 
filled the office. Kevin kept promising to have the infernal 
machine fixed, it bugged her to torture. 


“Yes, sir...’ The voice sounded terrible. Un-natural. 


‘Is Stanley there?’ she asked. 


‘I’ll see.” Background noise prevented her from hearing what 
was being said in the lower office. Then: ‘He’s on his way 
upstairs, Mrs Lilley.’ 


“Thanks!” She disconnected the communicator, waited 
impatiently until a gentle knock on the door brought her 
alert again. ‘Come in.’ 


Stanley wore a uniform of sorts. He’d been in the middle of 
changing. ‘Yes, ma’am?’ His fat face had a miserable ‘my- 
tea’s-ready-at-home’ look. 


‘Is Mr Lilley’s car in the garage?’ 
‘Yes - why?’ 


She shrugged. That ruled out an auto accident. ‘No reason, 
Stanley. That's all ... ° She ignored the man’s puzzlement, 
his departure. 


The telephone accused her. Dare she risk Kevin's ire? Also, 
dare she refuse to take immediate action? 


She lifted the phone, dialled the police station’s local 
number. Steeling herself, she tried to sound just a trifle 
worried without getting them going mad on a house-by- 
house search for a missing husband ... 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


From his front seat in the panda car, Sergeant Tom Elford 
searched the faces parading back and forth along the 
Promenade. Festival week gave him a chance to view the 
passing scene, to enjoy even the smallest of blessings that 
bright sunshine and long days held for a true 
Siddlecombian. Until the pubs closed he could count on 
relative peace. Maybe no more than a minor scuffle here 
and there. 


It hadn’t always been like this, though. The last four years 
had been rough. They’d had their share of expert 
shoplifters, break-in artists, drunks and their ilk. This time 
the intervention of the Task Force and the dogs had made all 
the difference. The yobbos had got their warning early. 


‘Funny about Kevin Lilley ... ’ 


Tom switched his attention to Constable Eric Sawyer. Of all 
the panda drivers he felt completely at ease with this one. 
For a young man he had none of the motor-racing tricks so 
prevalent in the others. 


‘That it is, lad,’ Tom agreed. 


Inching the panda forward as an elderly man driving a 
Mercedes tried to negotiate a narrow side-street turn-off, 
Eric swore and made to blow his horn. 


‘Let him be,’ Tom said softly. ‘He’s one of our best 
supporters.’ A deep, jolly laugh rumbled from his belly. ‘God 
knows, we need all the friends we can muster these days.’ 


The Mercedes almost rammed a wall. 


‘With friends like him who needs enemies!’ Eric sighed, 
stepped on his brakes. Arm bent out his side window he 
waited with growing frustration as the old man backed, went 
forward, back a second time and finally cleared the obstacle 
by less than a hair. ‘Lord, when did he last take a test?’ 


‘About 1921.’ 
‘When?’ Eric blinked foolishly. 


‘There’s a lot of people who get renewals for years and 
years, you know.’ 


‘Yeah, but 1921... Jesus!’ 


‘Lad, when you've been in the Force long as | have you'll 
reach the stage when nothing surprises you. And that’s 
gospel truth!’ 


The panda crawled past an ice-cream wagon serving a 
bunch of kids. 


‘Take me back to the harbour ... ' Tom scratched his nose. 
‘Palmer had trouble with some of those long-hairs yesterday. 
Wouldn’t pay a deposit and damned nigh wrecked a boat.’ 


Muttering under his breath, Sawyer swung the car in a tight 
turn that practically scraped paint on to the sea-wall. He 
didn’t mind carting the sergeant about but he had this one 
complaint - one never knew when Elford would suddenly 
change his mind or dart off in another direction. 


‘I’ve got three weeks due when this is over,’ Tom said 
without batting an eyelid nor seemingly hearing Eric’s 
mutters. ‘Think I'll visit my sister up in Leeds. Ever been 
there, lad?’ 


‘Never, sarge.’ 


‘Changed quite a bit recently. Lots of the old buildings 
knocked down and one helluva coloured population.’ His 
head wagged from side to side. ‘People here don’t realise 
what’s been happening in England. Half the towns belong to 
Africa or India.’ He chuckled without humour. ‘Need a 
blasted passport to travel from county to county soon, lad.’ 


“Not to mention all those Europeans we've got now, eh?’ 


For Tom Elford the mention of Europeans was a bull’s red 
rag. He’d served in France, Holland, Germany. He’d fought 
against Hitler’s troops, seen what they’d done to decent 
ordinary citizens when liberating concentration camps. In 
his rule book not a single Hun should ever be allowed entry 
into England. Yet they were here. Thousands of them. With 
the French and Italians. 


‘Sorry, sarge,’ Sawyer smiled. 
‘Forget it!’ 


The panda entered the small harbour area and drew to a 
halt outside an old blue-painted hut with a huge board 
announcing BOATS FOR HIRE - By Hour or Day. 


‘An eye-sore,’ Tom growled. 
‘He must be “in” with the council,’ Sawyer agreed. 


Getting from the car, Tom Elford stretched his legs and 
shuffled forward to lean against the hut. Several boats 
bobbed in the water, a few just making their way in as 
others continued to move across the horizon. 


Palmer poked his head outside the hut’s creaky door. Saucer 
eyes regarded the policeman with suspicion. ‘What’s you 
want, Tom?’ 


‘Is that a way to speak to an old skittles mate?’ 
‘Come on... I’m busy!’ 


Elford brushed a sand-fly from his tunic. ‘Any problems 
today?’ 


‘Naw!’ The older man pushed from his hut and stood with 
legs wide apart as a cowboy would after riding a horse for a 
day non-stop. 


“Il keep young Sawyer on patrol nearby.’ 


‘No need,’ came the grumped reply. ‘Once this lot are in I’m 
shutting shop.’ 


Elford scratched his nose - a habit of his. ‘Speaking about 
shops ... if you see Kevin Lilley let us know. His wife reported 
him missing.’ 


The boatman grunted. ‘Can’t say as | blame him.’ He 
laughed at his wit. “You know what she's like,’ he offered in 
explanation when Elford didn’t see his humour. 


‘| don’t buy groceries in Tabbard’s,’ the sergeant remarked. 
‘Can’t afford their fancy prices. Not on my take-home 
Salary.’ 


“There's a rumour going round,’ Palmer said as his voice 
dropped slightly. ‘Seems that Lilley is chasing after one of 
these festival girls.’ 


Suddenly the sergeant was all ears, attentive. ‘Who told 
you?’ 


‘Nobody! | overheard some kids ... ’ 
‘What’s this girl’s name?’ 


Palmer shrugged, shouted to two amateur boaters: ‘Bring 
‘er alongside,’ before getting back to his conversation. ‘No 
name given, Tom. | believe she’s a drug-addict, though. 
They were talking about one of her pals buying a large 
quantity of heroin.’ 


The word ‘heroin’ sent a shiver down Elford’s spine. Much as 
he detested pot smoking and those who claimed that soft 
drugs did not create a wish to experiment with the real 
killers he knew different. Heroin users and those who 
peddled the vicious narcotic were, in his opinion, the lowest 
forms of humanity. If he - and countless other enforcement 
officers - had his way anyone found in possession of 'H' 
would be sent inside for a long, long period of ‘bird’. 


‘It’s a cryin’ shame these kids are left wide-open for that,’ 
he said. 


“They're wide-open for everything,’ Palmer winked. 
“You're a lecherous bastard!’ 


‘I’m still able to dream about ‘em,’ the other replied 
righteously. ‘So help me, Tom - they climb in and out of my 
boats showing their all. It’s enough to drive a saint to drink.’ 


‘Since when have you been a saint? And, that reminds me, 
you owe me a beer for the last skittles’ match.’ 


‘If | see Lilley l'Il tell the missus is wetting herself,’ Palmer 
grinned and waved, ending the now lighthearted dialogue. 
Glaring at his erring clients as they tried an unsuccessful 
manoeuvre to land their craft he bellowed: ‘Not like that, 
you fools...’ 


Elford walked back to the panda. The laughter that should 
have been in his eyes wasn’t there. He kept thinking of girls 
young enough to be his grandchildren already destroying 
their bodies with hard drugs. He wanted to vomit. To curse 
aloud. To horsewhip every bastard he caught pushing the 
filthy stuff. 


High on the shoulder of Leigh Hill where a small projection 
jutted on to unsafe cliffs the men and girls huddled round a 
spluttering fire and discussed their latest ‘hit’. 


‘We've got it made, man,’ a bearded thirty year-old said as 
he cupped a ‘weed’. “l saw what | saw an’ there ain't nobody 
tells me differently!’ 


‘Crissakes, Joe,’ a lean, tall American draft-dodger drawled, 
‘I’m with you. None of us think you're shittin’. Goddammit, 
why wasn’t the sonofabitch loaded!’ 


‘He got somethin’... ’ 


One of the girls giggled from the middle of her bare belly. 
Small, firm breasts peeped from the open blouse she wore 
draped over her shoulders. “l got somethin’,’ she said. 
‘Who's goin’ to try it?’ 


The American scowled. His ‘habit’ was heavier than the rest. 
It took him ages to feel a kick coming on. ‘Babe, you'll get 
yours once we thrash this through.’ He cocked an eyebrow 
at Joe the bearded one. ‘What like, man?’ 


‘Bread. Papers. Christ, | ain’t saying positively what. Those 
bloody binoculars weren’t that good!’ 


Another youth chipped in. ‘That’s a lie. They were the best | 
could nick!’ 


“l reckon we go across there tomorrow an’ beat the shit 
outta that guy ... ’ 


Joe frowned. ‘Not if they’ve dragged in a body!’ 


The American scanned the seascape. ‘Hardly likely, Joe. By 
now its way out there driftin’ on wave nine.’ 


The girl showing her bosom pouted. ‘Take me to cloud nine, 
please!’ 


‘Roll over, kiddo ... ° The American dismissed his audience 
with a crude gesture and unzipped his trousers. By then the 
girl had bared her thighs, lower abdomen. Her position on 
the grass meant but one thing - and she wasn’t backward in 
coming forward to meet the American's passionless 
advance ... 
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‘Let’s get back to the harbour,’ the girl said anxiously. 


Her companion - a smallish, muscular man in his middle 
thirties wearing a hideous yellow floral-patterned shirt and 
dark blue velvet flares - grunted, bent his back as the oars 
dipped into the increasingly heavy swell. He didn’t want to 
argue. Nor did he wish to admit that he had taken them out 
further than his fading strength could cope with on a return 
Slog. 


‘I’m chilled to the bones... ’ 


Splash-splash! 
‘Hey, you’re getting me all wet...’ 


Hauling in the oars the man slumped forward, breathing 
hard. The shoreline looked like fifty miles distant. 


‘Can't you ... ?’ 


‘In a minute!’ He straightened, gulped in air. Water slap- 
Slapped against the boat’s hull. Here and there a whitecap 
frolicked. 


‘Look!’ the girl cried, arm extended, finger pointing. 


Anything for a few second’s grace, he thought - and looked. 
Energy flowed down his back, into his weary arms. The oars 
dipped, sent them skimming forward again. ‘Tell me when 
we're close,’ he panted. 


‘What is it?’ the girl asked. 


He didn’t speak. If it was what he believed it to be she 
would have a fit. 
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Sergeant Tom Elford shook his head as the ambulance 
pulled away from the harbour with its grim load. Even 
Palmer seemed out of sorts although he had witnessed this 
scene often in his many years as a fisherman and then boat- 
hirer. 


‘She’s only a youngster,’ Elford muttered. 


‘Was a youngster,’ Palmer corrected. 


Their eyes met in sympathy. For all his affected hardness 
the boatman was well known for his love of children and 
contributing towards every fund aimed at doing something 
for their local young people. 


‘Damned shame,’ Elford said. 
‘Wonder if she’s the girl Lilley was chasing?’ 
The sergeant’s face stiffened. ‘What made you say that?’ 


“l dunno except it’s strange the way he vanished and now 
this...’ 


‘| think l'Il get the inspector.’ Elford remarked. ‘Come to the 
station when you've locked up.’ 


‘Gladly,’ the boatman said to Tom’s backbone as the 
thoughtful policeman strode to the waiting panda and an 
exceedingly pale Sawyer. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Huddled into her dufflecoat as the night winds seeped 
through to make any prolonged sleep impossible, Terry 
Hurdy came to a definite conclusion. Come morning she 
would go up the hill, collect her money and suitcase and 
hitchhike out of Siddlecombe. She didn’t care much for the 
folk scene, nor the people attending it. Especially, this living 
rough wasn't for her. Not at all. 


Even the prospect of confronting Jack White, Jock and Rose 
did not shake her conviction that she could do better 
elsewhere. 


Headlights swept her shelter and she squirmed to get flat on 
the wooden seat. But not before the driver spotted her. 


As the car braked to a halt nearby she rose to her feet, 
began walking. She was not going to be accused by any 
fuzz. If she walked she was safe - or so Rose had said once. 


‘Miss ... just a moment!’ 


She increased her pace, head down as if she hadn’t heard. 
Hands in pockets she bent almost double in an effort to 
show she, at least, was not on the game for kerb-crawlers. 


‘Police, miss... ' the voice called. ‘Come back ... ’ 
She froze. Dare she ignore this warning? 


A car door slammed and heavy footsteps sounded. She felt 
him standing behind her now. ‘I’m not going to arrest you,’ 
the voice said with more softness. 


She faced him. He was young, smiling. 


‘Nowhere to go?’ he asked. 


“PI be long gone by tomorrow night,’ she said, hoping like 
hell he’d take this statement and leave her alone. 


Taking a notebook from inside his short coat the policeman 
opened it, withdrew a pencil and inclined the paper until 
light from a single street-lamp fell on it. ‘What’s your name, 
miss?’ 


‘Terry Hurdy,’ she whispered. 
‘Where do you live?’ 
‘Nowhere!’ 


He smiled faintly. “l meant where do your people live?’ 

She muttered the address as a sensation of wonderment 
crept over her. If this was the full extent of a brush with fuzz 
why did all Rose’s crowd rant and rage so bloody much! 


‘What is your age?’ 


‘Eighteen!’ That wasn’t precisely correct but near to the 
truth. 


‘Have you any money?’ 


‘A few pence at the moment but | have some buried on 
Combe Hill ... ° She felt silly saying this and the man’s face 
showed puzzlement. She explained: “l was with another girl 
and two boys. | hid my spare money ...’ 


The policeman laughed. ‘That sort, eh?’ He moistened his 
pencil, held it poised above the book. ‘Do you take pot?’ 


Terry tensed. ‘No!’ 


‘Not ever?’ 
‘Once - this week!’ 


‘Is that why you’re alone now?’ He didn’t appear interested 
in getting this down on paper. 


‘Yes.’ 


The notebook vanished and he dug into a trousers pocket. 
The jingle of coins sounded very loud in the otherwise silent 
night. He brought his hand out, gazed at what it held and 
said, ‘Take this. It isn’t much but you'll have something to 
eat.’ 


Terry smiled, refused with a little shaking of her head. “No - | 
couldn’t. | have money of my own...’ 


‘That’s all right then. When you get yours drop this amount 
into the station. Say it’s for Constable Allen.’ He softened his 
features, eyes pleading. ‘Go ahead - | don’t bite.’ 


Reluctantly Terry accepted his offering. “Thanks. l'Il repay 
you.’ 


Turning, he started to walk then stopped. Without actually 
facing her again he said, ‘Take my advice. Don’t use the 
Shelters. There’s a cosy shed by the cricket field, first right 
along here and second left.’ He continued towards his patrol 
car, whistling off-key. 


Jack White couldn’t understand why Rose had not come 
back to the tent. Considering the affair with Terry he and 
Jock were pathetic failures. Dropouts unable to cope with a 
pair of stupid birds. 


Rocking back and forth on his haunches, he glared at Jock. 
The bastard was getting on his wick. He didn’t mind the 
hold-outs and the selfishness that gave Jock the lion’s share 
of everything. He made sure he got enough but if a pair of 
blokes were going to form a team then both should expect 
an equality based on mutual trust. 


Jock'd never agree to equality! 


Look at the bastard! Flaked out. Drifting. Spreading 
technicolor wings. 


God, my nose feels sore. 


Rolling a weed he scowled at the dying embers of their fire. 
The sea had a silver swathe cut into it and a coldish wind 
came from its slightly ruffled surface. In the purple-velvet 
Sky a disdaining ten-pence moon haughtily ignored the 
planet it soaked in poetic glow. 


What the hell has happened? I can't even get high. And 
where is my T-shirt? 


Somehow the T-shirt assumed a role of major importance. 
He’d had it there when Terry bashed him with that bleedin’ 
pot. He thought hard. Visualising those articles he had 
tossed aside when looking for the shirt he began to get the 
feeling more than one item was now missing. 


Not Terry. Nor Rose. Only Jock could have hastened through 
the tent doing a clean-up job. But why? Jock was not the tidy 
guts sort, in fact, the opposite. Not many men could rate so 
highly as untidy. 


We’ve been frisked! 


Turned over by the fuzz! 


A nerve twitched and he frizzed his frizzy hair more as his 
fingers sought something to do. If the pigs had found any 
evidence of their ‘habit' he could expect another visit. One 
accompanied by a warrant. 


I’m getting out, he thought. Let that Scots bastard take the 
rap! 


Inspector Parslow belonged to an ancient Devon family 
whose links went back to the days of Drake and Hawkins. 
One of the Parslow ancestral tree had supposedly sailed into 
battle against the Spaniards although the inspector 
frequently denied this connection. No evidence existed to 
prove the claim and only a Q.E.D. on a document satisfied 
the strict disciplinarian. 


The years had treated Parslow kindly. His six-plus frame was 
still ramrod stiff, his receding hairline not yet at the point of 
baldness. Not even greying unduly fast. His face had a 
weather-beatenness so common to men who loved the sea 
and sailed at every opportunity. Only the eyes belonged on 
land - coldly appraising and seldom expression the warm 
emotions he could feel for people, family, Suspects on 
occasion. 


Now, his eyes reflected an inner hardness. A loathing for 
violence and sudden death. 


‘Can we make a sketch to show how she looked in life?’ he 
asked the Task Force’s artist. 


The slim-built man in civilian clothes studied the battered 
remains of what had been a young girl matured beyond her 
years. ‘The basics are there,’ he allowed. “Il could come 
pretty close.’ 


“l don’t envy you the job,’ Parslow stated as he glanced at 
the corpse. ‘Looks like she fell a helluva distance.’ 


The medical examiner wiped his hands and began to 
remove a rubber apron. ‘From a cliff, Arthur,’ he said to 
Parslow. ‘She didn’t get like that bashing against rocks. We 
haven’t had a gale.’ 


‘I’ve been figuring out the tides,’ Parslow mentioned more to 
himself than his crew. ‘We have the exact spot where that 
couple found her floating. Now, if I’m right ..." and he smiled 
as if to confirm his expert knowledge about such things, 
‘she went over Combe Hill during the afternoon.’ 


‘A couple of hippies have a tent up there,’ Sergeant Elford 
announced. 


‘Bring them in for questioning,’ the Inspector snapped. 
‘Send a squad to interview every householder whose 
property backs on to the Hill, too.’ 


Elford departed to make the necessary arrangements. Since 
the body had been landed at Palmer’s quay their entire 
Force had been on constant duty. He had the men standing 
by, ready to follow up every thread-like lead. 


‘The man’s a Sadistic maniac,’ Parslow muttered as the 
doctor drew a shroud upwards over the girl’s body. ‘She had 
to suffer... ’ 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Blue Italian skies, balmy tropical nights beneath swaying 
palms to the music of Hawaiian guitars, jet-set cocktail 
parties in Paris, London, New York. Evening gowns tailored 
by haute couture specialists, jewels from Bond Street, Park 
Avenue. Town houses in London and Los Angeles. Money to 
burn, men to torment. 


Wynne Lilley sighed, opened her eyes to the reality of her 
situation. The dreams were lovely. Wonderful fancies. But 
without Kevin’s signature an impossible orbit. 


Tabbard’s market value in an inflationary society had to be 
in the luscious neighbourhood of £160,000. With stock and 
goodwill thrown in she could count on another £25,000. 
Hers if Kevin was dead ... 


Why did she keep thinking of him as a corpse? 
God she hoped the rat was dead! 
That would solve every problem in her life! 


She could get out from under the Tabbard’s demanding 
twenty-hour day. Forget staff squabbles and the comings- 
goings of departmental managers. Leave this petty little 
town with its ancient stay-at-home upper-crusters to stew in 
their own juices. She wanted to live life over exquisite 
luncheons, over expensive drinks, over - or under - 
millionaires. All the things she had missed since getting 
married to Kevin. 


She laughed dementedly. Who was she kidding? Not herself, 
surely! If anyone knew her background it was Wynne Lilley, 
nee Jordan. Unlike those American males who proudly 


pointed to a log-cabin and claimed they came from 
‘common stock’ she had started off in an aura of semi- 
wealth. Aura being the operative word. Her father had, on 
his death, left the family in debt to the tune of some £9,000. 
Her mother's jewels, when taken to a pawnbroker, proved to 
be less than real. Only the silver collection gathered across 
years of painstaking auctioneering had realised anything 
much. And that, too, seemed inadequate for the howling 
creditors camping out on the lawns of ‘Manor Cottage’. 


‘Manor Cottage’ - how she wished she could repurchase the 
old home. Memories skipped back to haunt. The gardens, 
the high wall round the property, the splendid views of fresh 
countryside as dawn broke or a blazing sunset. The vines in 
their splendour, creepers growing across the facade like 
crimsoned glory as autumn approached. The twisting old 
hallways, the oak-beamed study, the niches alternately 
holding books or porcelain, flagstones in kitchen and pantry. 


All gone to settle debts! 
Lost for eternity! \ 


A dream now - and a new mental image replacing it. Joy, 
effervescent travel, men galore seeking her companionship. 


Dead, her ‘late’ husband could provide her with those 
pleasures she had longed for during their incompatible 
marriage. Alive, the drag of working herself into an early 
grave. 


‘Find him! Find him quickly! Find him dead ... ’ 


She whirled from the colour-television. Just a little nag of 
conscience drove her to seek refuge in a highball. The not 
knowing was driving her wild. 


Automatically, after one drink, she reached for the 
telephone and called the police station ... 
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No Siddlecombe policeman would willingly undertake to 
disturb the town’s citizenry before ten a.m. At that, the 
matter under investigation had to be something directly 
concerning the individual interrupted in the process of 
‘putting on a face’ or tending to gardening tasks or making 
arrangements with a London stockbroker for the buying or 
selling of blue-chip shares. 


Perhaps the urgency of the enquiries had not been put 
across strongly enough by Sergeant Elford. Perhaps it fell 
back on old procedures. Whatever the reason, Inspector 
Parslow had the hump. 


‘This is a murder investigation, Sergeant,’ he bellowed, 
thumping his desk with a horny hand. ‘These people can’t 
be given kid-glove treatment. Get your men up there 
immediately. Jeezus, man - a girl’s been brutally slain. Isn’t 
that cause for action?’ 


Elford couldn’t meet his superior’s gaze. Lack of sleep and a 
general sensation of inadequacy made him less than his 
normal efficient self. Then, too, there was the worry that his 
tardiness could somehow contribute to a killer going free. A 
killer drifting to another county and repeating his murderous 
theme. 


‘| asked a question, Sergeant ... ’ 
‘The men will go out right away, sir,’ Elford said. 


‘And bring in those bloody hippies!’ 


‘Yes, sir!’ Elford backed to the door. Hand on the doorknob 
he paused. ‘The lads have been working round-the-clock, sir. 
Can | organise shifts?’ 


‘After we’ve got statements from everybody living on 
Combe Hill.” The inspector sighed, slumped into his chair. 
‘You’ve known me for ... how long is it? Ten ... fifteen years? 
lm not a hard taskmaster but, dammit Tom, this is murder. 
Do the best you can, eh?’ 


Tom Elford smiled wearily. ‘We won't overlook any clues, sir.’ 
“Thanks, Tom ...’ 


Going out into the station, Elford thought about that ‘Tom’. It 
meant the inspector was on the spot. It also showed the 
tension within the man. All of them understood the 
familyship - as they jokingly called it - Parslow considered 
vitally necessary for a police officer. ‘Without family a 
policeman cannot begin to deal with the public. How can a 
solitary being grasp situations involving parents, children 
and the like?’ That was the standard of Parslow’s monthly 
get-togethers and the advice he gave to single men. 


‘Okay, lads ... ' Elford thrust the inspector to the 
background. He ruled this station. These were his boys. It 
was his orders they followed ... 
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Jock Macauley had nothing but contempt for Jack White. 
Although they had formed a loosely-knit friendship the 
Scotsman recognised his erstwhile companion’s failings. 
One shot to chase away the night’s mares had him clear 
headed, ready to pit his wits against all and sundry. And that 
included Jack, the fuzz and anybody else stupid enough to 
tackle him. 


As the Englishman slept soundly, Jock rolled his gear and 
Strapped it. The tent didn’t matter. They’d nicked that, just 
as they had the sleeping bags, the pots and pans, some of 
their clothing. He remembered the day they ‘boosted’ the 
cooking utensils. There was Jack with his coat bulging like a 
pregnant woman, and a wide-eyed German assistant trying 
to explain to her floor-manager that somebody had stolen 
half her display counter. Christ, what a giggle! 


Satisfied he had all his stuff, Jock set out to climb the hill. He 
didn’t relish the prospect of being apprehended by fuzz 
going back into Siddlecombe. He had plans and they didn’t 
include a spell inside some stinking ‘nick’. 


When he reached the crest he looked back. 
Terry! 
What the hell was she doing? 


He watched, could see that she had dug up bread. The 
folding variety. 


Cheap bitch! 


Shit on her ... Those pigs will get them both and l'Il be long 
gone! 


Time was precious now. If the fuzz were concentrating on 
Combe Hill they’d soon get around to suspecting the one 
bugger who'd flown the nest. 


He slid and scrambled down the hillside into Little Siddle. 
This was alien territory but he figured there would be a road 
connecting with a route to the Midlands. Once there he 
could hitch a ride north. Back to Glasgow. To become 


another Scotsman living in his native city. A nonentity. A 
dropout without blemish. Clean like a Scottish stream ... 


‘Man, those fuzz are goin’ to every house,’ bearded Joe 
announced as he scanned the proceedings through the 
binoculars. 


‘What about the guy? Is he there?’ 


Joe adjusted his focus, searched the hillside. He felt like shit. 
He needed something to straighten him out. Something 
stronger than the Yank’s coffee. 


God, that’s the end! he thought. Yankee coffee! Next thing 
he'll want me to sample is his flapjacks with maple syrup. 
The crazy bastard - imagine nickin’ a packet of mix and a 
bottle of syrup! 


‘Well?’ The American sounded impatient. 


Up on top of the hill, ready to disappear over the crest, the 
killer postured for his benefit. He got him in close-up. Clear. 
Identifiable. 


‘Crissakes, man...’ 
Joe placed the binoculars by his thigh. ‘He’s on the run!’ 


‘Awwww!’ The long-drawled exclamation issued from the 
American’s mouth like a dream come true. He speared a 
mouthful of pancake and syrup, munched contentedly. ‘I say 
we head him off.’ 


‘Like in what jet-plane?’ another member of the group 
asked. 


‘Right, man,’ Joe declared. 


‘Shit on ignorant trash,’ the American said between 
mastications. ‘There’s a car parked downhill a-ways ... ’ 


Joe loved the split between a and ways. 
‘I can short an ignition ... ’ 


‘Let’s go, then,’ cried the bird the American had serviced 
the previous night. Now, she had her blouse buttoned, her 
Skirt a respectable distance down her long, sexy thighs. 


‘What about the fuzz?’ Joe asked. 
“What about 'em?' 
‘Hell - they're after this joker.’ 


The American finished his breakfast, wiped his lips on a 
scruffy handkerchief. ‘Pigs is pigs,’ he said. ‘They’ll be 
rootin’ in their own shit, that | guarantee.’ 


‘So what are we after?’ another girl asked. 


‘Oh, boy - you’re square. Haven't you grasped it yet? This 
sonofabitch didn’t cool two creeps just for kicks. He 
collected bread. The big “C”- cash. Spending stuff. Loot.’ 

Joe fondled his beard, asked, ‘You think he got much?’ 

‘Who cares!’ the American snarled. “We're broke. Busted, 
man. Like out of pot and everythin’. No matter how little he 
has we'll get it from him and supply this family.’ Glancing 
down at two sleeping companions he lashed out with a 
pointed toe. ‘They get nuthin’ - right?’ 

The others agreed in a hurry. In their world only the strong, 
the alert collected. The murders did not count as such. They 
were but a means to an end for one of their ilk and now, for 
them. Dog eat dog and the jackal take the bones. They had 


skidded down the slide of degeneracy until the bottomless 
pit seemed no more than a foot away. 


‘Let’s go ... ’ The American hitched his pants - a typical 
gesture ... and the Seventh Cavalry rode into the sunset full 
of hope! 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Living in the shadow of Combe Hill since childhood had 
given Reg Allen something of a complex about the ‘folk on 
the hill’. They had what he most dearly wished to possess - 
homes basking in sunshine or moonlight. Not the trees 
casting dark splotches over his roof. Not the winter rains 
cascading down the steep slopes into his kitchen. Not the 
Slight suspicion anyone living ‘down there’ was just a trifle 
dishonest, poor, uneducated. 


Well, he’d certainly proved that some of those ‘down there’ 
could make the grade into respectability. He’d won 
scholarships, played for his county rugger team, been 
selected for police college training. Now, as Constable Reg 
Allen he had the power to ask them ‘up above’ a few 
pertinent questions. 


As he approached the first bungalow he got the mental 
Shakes. He didn’t bear any grudges. He didn’t want to inflict 
his presence upon dear Mrs Greer. He wanted to run ... 


A narrow path followed the bungalow's side wall down to the 
cliffs. Only the Trust land separated garden from a sheer 
drop. Almost automatically he went round the side towards 
the back door. The tradesman’s entrance. When he caught 
himself he grinned, kept right on walking. Not even a 
policeman’s uniform could change his childhood ‘respect’ 
for these folk. 


Anyway, he reasoned, this is where one gets a clear view of 
the hill and the probable murder spot ... 


When he reached the rear of the Greer bungalow he 
hesitated. The tent sat there, on Trust land - growing larger 
every second in his eyes. 


That girl! 


What the hell was her name? ... He quickly thumbed 
through his notebook, found the entry. Terry Hurdy! 


Mrs Greer forgotten as excitement coursed through him he 
hurried back to the street, and to Sergeant Elford’s car. 


Experience warned the sergeant his man had information to 
impart. Even before Allen opened his mouth Elford was 
contacting headquarters on his walkie-talkie. Then ... 


‘Go ahead, Allen!’ 


‘There’s a tent behind the Greer place. | stopped a girl last 
night. She mentioned something about staying with another 
girl and a couple of blokes.’ 


‘Give H.Q. her description. We'll have her brought in. Nice 
work, lad.’ 


Signalling his other men, Elford short-cutted through the 
Greer garden - using a small gate in the back fence to gain 
access to the Trust Land. Call it experience, premonition, 
hunch - the sergeant had the feeling they’d struck paydirt. 


‘Watch those big feet, lads. Search the bushes and grass. l'Il 
take care of the tent!’ 


As his men fanned out and began combing the area, 
Sergeant Tom Elford opened the tent and frowned down at 
an awakening Jack White... 


REPORT OF INTERVIEW BETWEEN SGT. T. ELFORD AND JOHN 
(JACK) MORRIS WHITE OF NO FIXED ABODE. 


WHAT IS YOUR NAME? 

JACK WHITE. 

IS THAT YOUR FULL NAME? 

JOHN MORROS WHITE. 

WHAT IS YOUR PERMANENT ADDRESS? 


Q 

A 

Q 

A 

Q 

A | DON’T HAVE ANY 

Q WHERE DO YOUR PARENTS LIVE? 
A GET STUFFED! YOU'RE NOT DRAGGING THEM INTO THIS. 
Q ARE THESE YOUR PERSONAL POSSESSIONS? 
A THEY COULD BE. 
Q ARE THEY? 

A SOME ARE, SOME AREN'T. 

Q WHICH ONES BELONG TO YOU? 


(Suspect selected several items including an insurance card, 
an ejector razor clip holding two blades, a set of keys, 
change to the amount of 78p and a wallet containing a 
photograph of a woman holding a child, a letter dated 1968 
addressed to John White c/o a post office box in Newcastle, 
six 3p stamps and a membership card to a bingo club in 
South London.) 


Q THESE OTHER ITEMS BELONG TO SOMEBODY ELSE? 
A “THAT'S RIGHT. 


Q YOUR TENT-MATE? 
A YOU'RE REAL SMART, SARGE. 


Q JUST ANSWER THE QUESTIONS WITHOUT WISECRACKS. 
YOUR TENT-MATE? 


A YES. 
HIS NAME? 
JOCK MACAULEY. HE’S FROM GLASGOW. 
WHERE IS MACAULEY NOW? 
HOW THE HELL SHOULD | KNOW? OUT. SOMEWHERE. 
ALL THESE INSURANCE CARDS BELONG TO MACAULEY? 
| TOLD YOU YES. 
AND YOU'VE NEVER USED ONE TO DRAW BENEFITS? 


Q 

A 

Q 

A 

Q 

A 

Q 

A I’M NOT BLOODY STUPID. NO. 
Q YOU'RE SURE OF THAT? 

A DAMNED SURE. 

Q WE CAN CHECK THIS, YOU KNOW? 

A GO AHEAD AND CHECK. | WANT A SOLICITOR. 
Q YOU HAVE A SOLICITOR? 

A I’M ENTITLED TO A FREE ONE. 

Q 


THAT’S FOR THE HIGHER-UPS TO DECIDE. NOW, DID 
YOU HAVE TWO GIRLS STAYING IN THE TENT WITH YOU? 


YEAH. 

THEIR NAMES? 

ROSE AND TERRY. 

SURNAMES? 

| DUNNO. THEY TOLD US BUT | WASN'T LISTENING. 
WHERE ARE THEY? 

BUGGERED OFF, | EXPECT. LIKE JOCK DID. 

OH, JOCK’S GONE? 


WE’LL LEAVE THAT FOR THE MOMENT. DO YOU HAVE 


A 

Q 

A 

Q 

A 

Q 

A 

Q 

A YE... NO. | MEAN, HE MIGHT HAVE. 
Q 

ANY FRIENDS IN SIDDLECOMBE? 
A YEAH, YOU LOT. 

Q DO YOU HAVE ... ? 

A DON'T REPEAT IT. NO. 

Q DID MACAULEY? 

A NO. 

Q THE GIRLS? 

A 


NO ... WAIT. THEY KNEW A BLOKE BUT HE WASN'T A 
FRIEND. 


Q WHAT IS HIS NAME? 
A LILLEY SOMETHING OR OTHER. 


Q KEVIN LILLEY? 
A “THAT'S IT, MAN. IS HE ON THE DODGE? 


Q I'M ASKING, REMEMBER? THIS LILLEY - DID HE VISIT THE 
TENT? 


A YOU'RE CRAZY. NO. 

WHERE WERE YOU YESTERDAY AFTERNOON? 
IN TOWN MESSING ABOUT. 

WHAT HAPPENED TO YOUR NOSE? 

TERRY CLOUTED ME WITH A POT. 

WHEN WAS THIS? 

YESTERDAY MORNING, | THINK. 


WOULD YOU OBJECT TO HAVING A BLOOD SAMPLE 
AKEN? 
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DAMNED RIGHT | WOULD. WHAT'S IT FOR? AND WHY 
RE YOU WRITING THIS ALL DOWN? 


DON’T YOU KNOW, WHITE? 

| WOULDN'T BE ASKING IF I DID. 
HAVE YOU HEARD THE RADIO TODAY? 
NO. | DON’T LIKE THIS AT ALL. 


O > O >è O LS 


READ A NEWSPAPER TODAY? 


A NO. AND THAT'S ALL I'M SAYING UNTIL YOU TELL ME 
WHAT IT'S ALL ABOUT. 


Q DID EITHER GIRL SPEND LAST NIGHT WITH YOU AND 
MACAULEY? 


A FM NOT TALKING. 
Q HAVE YOU EVER MET MR LILLEY? 
A SCREW YOU. 


(Suspect refused to answer any further questions and he 
was detained pending Inspector Parslow’s arrival.) 


‘Nice work, sergeant. l'Il see you get credit for this.’ The 
inspector closed the file containing Elford’s report and 
smiled at his subordinate. 


In all his years on the Force, Tom Elford had maintained the 
respect of his men by not grabbing off laurels due to them. 
Now, he squared his shoulders and said, ‘Not me, sir. 
Constable Allen made it possible. He laid the groundwork.’ 


Nodding, Parslow made a notation on his pad before leaning 
back. He, like the sergeant, believed in fair play. ‘Preliminary 
reports from the lab confirm our suspicions. The murder was 
committed outside the tent.’ 


‘Do we charge White, sir?’ 


‘Not yet, sergeant. Not yet.’ The inspector loosened his tie, 
pulled a face. ‘Macauley’s our killer. I’m inclined to take 
White’s statements verbatim. When C.R.O. replies to our 
query we'll have something concrete to work on.’ 


‘If only we could find the girl ... ” Elford mused aloud. 


‘You like lots of jam on your bread, sergeant.’ 
Elford laughed. ‘A copper can’t have too much luck, sir.’ 


‘True!’ Parslow replied with a dismissal wave. ‘Meanwhile, 
see that some of the men are sent home to rest with my 
thanks for a damned fine job well done.’ 


Alone now, the inspector studied the question and answer 
report once again. He liked the methods Elford had used to 
bring out the specific data, to hang a noose round White’s 
neck. Already, enquiries were afoot regarding the fake 
insurance cards. If, as he suspected, the social security 
offices discovered they had been taken for yet another ride 
by this pair of yobbos then they could hold White 
indefinitely on that relatively minor charge. A man as 
distinctive as White would be easily recognised and one 
eye-witness accusation would suffice at this stage of their 
investigation. 


Co-operation from the outlying districts had closed the net 
on Macauley. Every car, lorry, bus leaving Siddlecombe and 
environs was, at this very minute, being stopped and 
searched. Unless the Scotsman had taken a boat down the 
coast the chances of him slipping past their cordon was 
exceedingly remote. 


The missing Lilley worried Parslow. The longer the man 
remained absent the more likelihood there was of a double 
murder. Although he didn’t want to castigate his own people 
the girl’s death would soon be forgotten. She was, after all, 
a stranger. One of ‘those damned folk festival hangers-on’. 
Her death would only serve to lend weight to those totally 
committed to abolish the annual event. 


Lilley’s death, if proven, would be something quite different. 
Something spectacular. There was not a shred of doubt in 


his mind that the festival, as such, would cease to be if 
Lilley’s corpse was also found floating off their shores. 


He swore, pulled charts from his desk. Bending over them 
he began marking a course as a sailor would plot his 
progress along a tricky, rock infested inland channel. By the 
time he'd finished his face reflected the triumph he felt. 


Without further ado he dialled and listened to the 
telephone’s annoying brrrag-brrrng as he waited for the 
coastguard to reply. If his calculations were correct he could 
anticipate speedy action. If not - then he would start afresh 
until he did succeed. Conviction made him positive, though. 
An old seadog like him didn’t make mistakes when it came 
to estimating tides, wind and drift. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


The American peered down the tree-scattered slope with all 
the attitudes of a Dan’l Boone searching a frontier for 
renegade Injuns. His last shot was working. He felt ten foot 
tall and his shadow cast its light-lack across the green 
countryside until nothing could escape his vengeance. ‘He’s 
gotta be there,’ he drawled. All he needed was a sixgun and 
he could have made the classic gestures. 


‘Like where, man?’ bearded Joe asked. 


‘Goddammit, am | Christ?’ the American blasphemed. One 
of the girls laughed, lifted her skirts, lowered her knickers 
and pee-ed. ‘Try walkin’ on my water,’ she joked. 


The group went into hysterics. Like lemmings on a Suicide 
march they copied her actions until a large wet mass filled a 
slight indentation on the hillside. 


Zipping himself the American hollered, ‘Put ’em away, guys. 
Save the real ammunition for tonight - after we find this 
sonofabitch.’ 


“There's a road about a mile ahead,’ the American 
announced. 'He'll head for it - and so do we!’ 

Command came easy for the lean man. Although he 
objected to military training and patriotism he enjoyed 
having others do as he ordered. There was more to it than 
egotistical power, though. There was the simple matter of 
nationality. He, believed that every American had been 
placed on God's earth to show simpletons the way. To guide 
and have obedience as a natural right. 


The Manson image burned deep in his breast. The Manson 
curse hovered above him. 


The similarities were astonishing. And menacing. He had his 
‘family’, the drugs, the free-loving babes showing signs of 
pregnancy, the stealing, the mugging, the total disregard for 
suffering on the part of their victims. Each placed a godlike 
halo round his head and although he had yet to instruct 
them in the finer arts of genuflection when he issued an 
edict he did have this weird sort of mystical hold over them. 


‘| get first crack at the bastard,’ he said as they ploughed 
down the hillside in file. 


‘My pleasure,’ bearded Joe remarked and furtively gave a 
girl a feel. He felt randy. In heat. Needing to dally a while. 
But even a favourable reaction from the girl did not make 
him freeze. He knew how the American flew off the handle 
when his shots started doing things to that devious mind. 
And all the signs were evident. The eyes, the ‘floating 
frame’. The slight slowing of speech. The thicker drawl. 


‘Aren’t you ... ?’ the girl started to ask. 


He withdrew his hand from her loose blouse. ‘Not until we 
find the bloke,’ he muttered. 


‘| want it,’ she insisted. 
“You'll bleedin’ get it okay!’ 
She giggled. ‘How did you know?’ 


Joe threw up. His randiness vanished in a flash. Maybe the 
ordinary folk had something going for them, he thought as 
his stomach turned over a second time ... 


KKK 


Jock caught a glimpse of blue and darted into a field. This 
was his second encounter with the fuzz and he didn’t 
exactly relish the prospect of a third. So far, Lady Luck had 
brushed him with her embracing arm. He could not expect 
her to continue the caress. 


If only | could get through this net, he thought. Lilley’s 
chequebook was burning holes in his pocket. He had a 
sample signature from the papers he’d swiped off the body. 
An easy one to forge. Once clear of Siddlecombe’s area he 
could write a few cheques and ‘bounce’ them in shops, 
banks, anywhere trusting fools gave money for worthless 
paper slips. 


Nice of the bastard to have company cheques! 


That signature with ‘Director’ written beneath could be a 
pay-cheque. An employee recently fired, or on holiday, had 
a right to cash his wages. 


I'ma cunning bastard! 
Trust me to think of a bright scheme like this! 


His eyes roved the hillside as he caught movements there. 
He peered. Picked out shapes infiltrating the trees. It can’t 
be the fuzz, he thought. He concentrated. There ... Hell, 
they’re hippies. Just like me! 


He relaxed and gently stepped out ... hugging the hedgerow 
until he cleared the police block. He didn’t dare hitch a ride 
so near to a block. He would have to put a few miles 
between the related events. 


His body burned for another dose. Rolling a weed he tried to 
tell himself this would hold off the itch, the terrible 
sensations when ‘habit’ assumed mastery of mind and soul. 


He knew it wouldn’t. But - for this most vital moment - he 
had to content himself with a lesser evil ... 


REPORT OF INTERVIEW BETWEEN SGT. T. ELFORD AND 
TERRY HURDY OF NO FIXED ABODE. 


Q WHAT IS YOUR NAME? 

TERRY HURDY. 

IS THAT YOUR FULL NAME? 

YES, SIR. 

WHAT IS YOUR PERMANENT ADDRESS? 
HERE, | GUESS. 
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THIS ISN'T AN ADDRESS, GIRL. WHERE DO YOUR 
PARENTS LIVE? 


A lD RATHER NOT TELL YOU THAT NOW, SERGEANT. 


Q ALL RIGHT. DON'T BE AFRAID. I'M NOT GOING TO HARM 
YOU, WOULD YOU LIKE A CUPPA? 


A YES, PLEASE. 


Q WHILE WE'RE WAITING - DO YOU KNOW A GIRL CALLED 
ROSE? 


A ROSE CLAGUE? 
Q DO YOU? 
A YES. 


Q DID YOU AND SHE TEMPORARILY STAY WITH JOCK 
MACAULEY AND JACK WHITE? 


A YES. 
Q WHERE IS SHE? 
A WITH THEM, | SUPPOSE. 


Q SHE IS NOT. COULD SHE BE WITH SOMEBODY ELSE IN 
SIDDLECOMBE? 


A | DON’T IMAGINE SO. 

DO YOU KNOW KEVIN LILLEY? 
TES: 

HOW WELL? 

HE GAVE ROSE AND I A LIFT. 
THAT’S ALL? 

DO | HAVE TO SAY MORE? 


I'M AFRAID YOU DO, MISS. WAS THERE SOMETHING 
ORE THAN A RIDE INVOLVED? 


YES. HE WANTED TO MAKE LOVE TO US. 
DID HE? 

YES. 

BOTH OF YOU? 
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YES. 


Q AND HE TOLD YOU WHO HE WAS? 


A NOT IN SO MANY WORDS. HE TOLD US HIS NAME BUT 
HE DIDN'T MEAN TO LET US KNOW HE LIVED IN 
SIDDLECOMBE. THAT SLIPPED OUT. 


Q BUT YOU KNEW HE OWNED TABBARD'S? 
A “THAT'S WHAT | MEANT. THAT SLIPPED OUT. 


Q HERE’S YOUR TEA, MISS. NOW DID YOU ALSO MAKE 
LOVE TO MACAULEY? 


A NOT HIM! NO! 

WHITE? 

YES. 

DID ROSE CLAGUE MAKE LOVE WITH MACAULEY? 
SHE DID. 

DID YOU TAKE DRUGS WITH THEM? 

YES. NOT MUCH. 

WHAT? 
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NOT MUCH ... 


Q SORRY, I'LL REPHRASE THE QUESTION. WHAT TYPE OF 
DRUG? 


A POT. IN A CIGARETTE, YOU KNOW. 


Q HAVE YOU BEEN IN THE HABIT OF TAKING DRUGS 
BEFORE? 


NO. 

YOU'RE SURE? 

VERY SURE. AND | DON'T WANT TO TAKE THEM AGAIN. 
DID YOU HIT JACK WHITE ACROSS THE NOSE? 
YES. 

WHY? 

HE TRIED TO FORCE ME ... 

WHEN DID YOU LAST SEE ROSE? 

WHEN I RAN AWAY AFTER HITTING JACK. 

AND SHE WAS IN THE TENT? 

JUST OUTSIDE IT. 
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HOW DID MACAULEY AND WHITE GET MONEY? DID THEY 
TEAL? OR WERE THEY GOING TO SOCIAL SECURITY? 


WN 


| THINK THEY HAD A LOT OF INSURANCE CARDS AND 
OT MONEY FROM SOCIAL SECURITY. 


BOTH OF THEM? 

AS FAR AS | KNOW. 

DID YOU SEE ROSE AFTER YOU RAN AWAY FROM WHITE? 
YES. 

WHERE? 
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OUTSIDE TABBARD'S - WITH LILLEY. 
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YOU'RE SURE SHE WAS WITH MR LILLEY? 
QUITE SURE. 

AND AFTER THAT? 

NO. 

DID YOU SEE MR LILLEY AFTERWARDS? 


A I CALLED TO SPEAK TO HIM BUT HIS WIFE SAID HE WASN'T 
THERE. 


O 
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HIS WIFE TOLD YOU? 

YES. 

HAVE YOU SEEN MACAULEY OR WHITE SINCE? 
NO, AND | DON'T WANT TO. 

WHERE DID YOU SLEEP LAST NIGHT? 

IN A SHELTER AND THEN IN A SHED. 

A SHED? 

NEAR THE CRICKET FIELD. 

WHY DID YOU COME INTO THB POLICE STATION? 


A TO PAY BACK SOME MONEY CONSTABLE ALLEN LOANED 


ME. 


Q 
A 


Q 


HOW COULD YOU REPAY IT? 
| HAD SOME BURIED NEAR THE TENT. 
AND YOU GOT IT BACK? 


A YES. 

Q WHEN? 

A EARLY THIS MORNING. 

Q WAS ANYBODY ELSE THERE? 
A JOCK AND JACK. 

Q SO YOU DID SEE THEM AGAIN? 


A | HEARD THEIR SNORES. | DIDN'T ACTUALLY SEE THEM. 
Q AND THEY DIDN'T SEE YOU? 


A NO, SIR. 


Q YOU'RE IN A PRETTY TIGHT SPOT, MISS. DO YOU KNOW 
WHY? 


A NO. I WISH YOU'D TELL ME. 


Q WE THINK ROSE CLAGUE HAS BEEN MURDERED. WOULD 
YOU RECOGNISE HER? 


A OH, GOD! YES! 

Q HERE IS AN ARTIST’S SKETCH. IT THAT HER? 
A IT LOOKS LIKE HER. 

Q LOOKS LIKE? 

A IT IS HER. 


Q ARE YOU PREPARED TO GO INTO COURT AND SWEAR THIS 
IS A LIKENESS OF ROSE CLAGUE? 


A | SUPPOSE. 

Q SUPPOSE? 

A | AM. 

Q HAVE YOU EVER BEEN IN TROUBLE BEFORE? 

A HOW DID YOU ... OH, THAT KIND OF TROUBLE! NO, SIR. 


Q WHY DID YOU THINK | MEANT ANOTHER TYPE OF 
TROUBLE? 


A DAMN! | GUESS IT’S GOING TO COME OUT ANYWAY. | HAD 
A BABY. l'M NOT MARRIED. 


Q WHERE IS THE BABY? 

A ADOPTED. 

Q YOUR PARENTS DIDN'T KNOW THEN? 

A THEY KNEW. THEY WOULDN'T LET ME KEEP THE CHILD. 
Q AND YOU RAN AWAY FROM HOME? 

YES, SIR. 

WOULD YOU LIKE TO GO BACK HOME? 

IF THEY'D HAVE ME. 

WOULD YOU LIKE ME TO TELEPHONE THEM? 
NO. WHEN | DECIDE l'LL DO IT MYSELF. 

DO YOU ENJOY FOLK MUSIC? 
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SOMETIMES. I’M A RAY CHARLES FAN. 
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Q 


WHAT MADE YOU COME TO SIDDLECOMBE? 
ROSE SAID IT WOULD BE FUN. 
SHE KNEW ABOUT THE FESTIVAL THEN? 
SHE KNEW EVERYTHING. 
DID SHE KNOW ABOUT OUR FESTIVAL? 
YES. SHE SAID IT PAID TO KNOW THINGS LIKE THAT. 
IT DIDN'T PAY HER, DID IT? 
NOT IF SHE’S DEAD. IS SHE? HONESTLY? 
WE BELIEVE SO. NOW, MISS HURDY - ONE FINAL 


QUESTION. DID MACAULEY EVER MENTION A NAME OR AN 
ADDRESS WHERE HE MIGHT GO TO VISIT? 


A 


NONE. HE WASN'T INTERESTED IN TELLING US MUCH 


EXCEPT THAT HE WAS A TELEVISION PERSONALITY ONCE. 


Q 
A 


TELEVISION? HIM? 
SO HE SAID. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Jock sensed the net drawing tight round his so-precious 
throat. And it was precious, to him. Maybe not to the fuzz. 
Nor to those who were getting ready for a blood-letting 
ritual in print, in court, throughout the country. People 
whose little warped minds wanted a death sentence for 
everybody found guilty of taking another life. Stupid 
bastards in his opinion. 


God preserve do-gooders, he thought. In them we trust! 
Without their Bible-carrying long-faced righteousness 
hippies, drop-outs and the like would have long ago been 
put down, abolished, totally erased from the scene. 


They'll protect me! 
They'll find the excuses for what I've done! 


They'll come rushing to the rescue stressing what a pathetic 
childhood I’ve had, what a wicked world I’ve had to endure, 
what a terrible burden society has planted on my ‘innocent’ 
Shoulders. l'Il be all right with them behind me. Bleeding 
hearts splattering sympathy galore across a tapestry of 
crime. 


Angling across a field to avoid yet another road block he 
swore. If only he knew the local geography. He felt sure he’d 
gone in a circle. Combe Hill looked no further distant than 
when he'd first assumed freedom was but a hitchhike away. 


Darkness was a purplish curtain about to drape across his 
vista now. In another hour it would be night. Any notion of 
hitching a ride in the dark vanished when he recalled the 
number of clucks who had been apprehended thumbing a 
lift from a fuzz car. 


A sound disturbed his thoughts and he started! 
Not again! 


He was getting neurotic ... he’d been tormented by the 
same following-noise for the last few miles. 


It couldn’t be the fuzz! 


Those flat-footed bastards couldn’t slip quietly through a 
field of clover without falling over themselves trying to find 
a four-leafed variety. 


A faint girlish laugh drifted on the coming night. 


He dropped his apprehension. Some bloke with his bird out 
for thrills. Christ, if he didn’t get away from this bloody place 
he’d go starkers! 


Wonder what it was like before they changed the 
punishment for murder, he thought. How did guys feel 
knowing that once the fuzz grabbed 'em they’d face the 
noose? Court, sentence, Death Row ... swinging! It was a 
giggle today. No worse than threatening with a gun. Less 
than for spying. If they nabbed him he’d do about eight 
years. He’d still be young. And prison would teach him a few 
tricks. How to get away with murder again, for example. 


He sweated. God, if they swung convicted killers today he 
wouldn’t be on the run. Even his drug-infected mind would 
have stopped short of murder. 


Another praise for do-gooders rushed through his muddled 
mind. Without them his kind couldn’t exist. Nohow. 
Nowhere. Never. 


‘Give every bastard a Bible,’ he chuckled at the darkening 
trees and plodded wearily down a gradient. His feet felt like 
lead, his muscles aching. He desperately wanted to kip, to 
shoot himself full of dreamland happiness. 


The first attack came from shadows bordering a narrow 
lane, the second sweeping in from the rear. In all 
probabilities the action would have gone unobserved but for 
one of those unaccountable quirks of fate. 


Margaret Muir seldom had cause to visit her upstairs rooms 
between dusk and bedtime. Tonight, she disliked the 
television programmes and had mislaid the evening 
newspaper. At a loss for something to do with her lonely 
time she wandered upstairs, seeking light reading in the 
form of a favourite woman’s magazine she had left on top of 
a dresser. 


Strange thoughts filled her head as the entered her 
bedroom. What on earth did we do before television? How 
did we pass away idle hours with just one another to talk at 
or listen to? Surely we didn’t have that much to say? Or 
maybe we did! After all, people got around more in the 
'50's. They met others interested in farming, socialising. 
There was gossip - not just mealy mouthed snide remarks 
about this one or that having an affair. 


She caught sight of the magazine. Whatever else changed 
in this new world of theirs the women editors made sure 
their products kept a certain pre-permissiveness flavour. 


Flicking through the pages she realised how dark it was now. 
The light switch was across the room, the window closer. All 
she wanted to see was if she had read the articles of 
interest to her. The short stories, the how-to-cook items 
were to be ignored. Fashions, too. A farmer’s wife didn’t 


require titillation by what they were getting up to in Paris or 
London. 


She went to the window, tilted the magazine to catch the 
available light. 


That’s when she saw them! Her immediate response was to 
gasp, wish she could cry aloud and warn the solitary youth 
as he entered the trap. She couldn’t ... 


They were vicious, unrelenting in their violence. Like a 
swarm of ants savaging an intruder on their hill they 
swarmed round the helpless victim, beating him to the 
ground with blows and hurting boots. Even then they did not 
stop. Both sexes took a weird delight in showering the fallen 
youth with pent-up hatred. Battering, punching, kicking they 
mercilessly brutalised him until... 


Oh, God ... Margaret felt sick. 
What vile creatures! 


A silent scream tore from her mouth, the magazine fluttered 
forgotten to the floor. She ran, downstairs. Hand trembling, 
She lifted the telephone receiver, hurriedly dialled for the 
police. 


Why? Why? Why? 


She could hardly pour out her story. Every fibre of her 
quaked. Was this how the others lived? Was this what 
happened outside her limited knowledge? 


When she rested the receiver she leant against a wall and 
gagged. The sound of a television blaring reminded her that 
Fred was in there. A shotgun cradled on hooks in the 


tackroom. She forced her stomach to settle, and, dashed 
into the living room ... 


Inspector Parslow carefully folded the brief report and filed it 
in his basket. The office had the atmosphere of a wartime 
operations’ room - tension thick enough to cut with red- 
tape. Or an urgent order to send men into an extremely 
dangerous situation. 


‘Bloody savages,’ Elford breathed. 


‘| agree,’ Parslow said, head shaking in disbelief. ‘What the 
blazes gets into them? Tom ... ’ and he looked as if seeking 
some desperate understanding, reassurance. ‘It’s beyond 
me! They’re not human any longer. They’re jungle beasts 
without a trace of compassion.’ 


The sergeant sighed, dropped his hard gaze. So many 
emotions were raging inside him he could not find words to 
express the horror uppermost in his mind. To think that 
ordinary decent people had spawned these insensible 
beings left him cold. 


‘| want the bastards caught! | want them brought into court. 
| want the world to know what they did. Before witnesses!’ 


‘Funny ... ’ Tom Elford mused, ‘I detest them more than 
Macauley. Murder is normal. This ... Christ, It’s ... what?’ He 
splayed hands to emphasise his failure to comprehend. 
‘Shitting on him!!" He shuddered. “That's bottom of 
degeneracy.’ 


‘Circulate their descriptions. Mrs Muir is to be congratulated 


Elford nodded, made for the door. ‘I hate to think what this 
will do to her... ’ 


Alone again, Parslow pondered the parting remark. Women 
like Margaret Muir doing their civic duty were the backbone 
of an orderly society yet, at times like this, the first real 
victims of a creeping evil permeating the whole land. Like 
ostriches taking their heads from the sand only to see 
death’s reaper standing feet away. 


His sympathies went out to Margaret. To others caught up in 
this web manufactured by the few for the terrorisation of 
the many. A spider’s horror-chamber sponsored by those 
who affected youth’s gear, mannerisms, hair styles for 
personal gain or downright insincere desires to prolong their 
fading virility. An image. That was all it boiled down to. An 
image so counterfeit it made him sick when he thought 
about the showbiz personalities sporting outlandish fashions 
in an effort to please their theatrical chain masters. 


‘Hell, I’m grouping everybody under one banner,’ he said 
aloud. ‘Charity begins where, though?’ He slammed a fist 
against his thigh. ‘Snap out of it... ’ 


Elford’s head appeared round the door. ‘Speaking to me, 
sir?’ 


Parslow grinned, slumped into his chair. ‘No! What is it 
next?’ 


‘We've got a line on’em...’ 

A faint glimmer of sanity returned. ‘Where?’ 
‘Leigh Hill. A colony of drop-outs.’ 

‘Bring them in!’ 


‘I’ve got four pandas out already.’ 


“l hope they give the lads some stick,’ the Inspector said 
softly. 


Elford nodded. He hoped the same. He’d been ready for this 
remark. That was why he’d chosen his toughest, most 
experienced officers for the job. Why his orders had been 
deliberately open-ended. Almost insinuative ... 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Snaking through watching, appreciate crowds the 
procession made its way along The Promenade. Drums beat 
rhythms older than time itself as an African troupe did an 
energetic dance to the amusement of those hotel guests 
leaning from windows overlooking the sea. Behind this came 
an Irish group, their sombre greens clashing with the free- 
flowing colours of the Africans. Contrasting sharply with the 
tailend careless dress of a Scottish folk ensemble 
entertaining the hippy element with protest songs 
accompanied by the ever-present guitars. 


It seemed almost impossible that the parade had a link with 
the police cars speeding up Leigh Hill. Few spectators would 
have believed that this good-humoured, even-tempered 
throng could breed the likes of those camped high above 
them. 


In the first panda, Constable Allen prayed that the suspects 
would give them a fight. Much as he felt the urge to beat 
the hell out of them he could not unless they started 
trouble. Normal emotions had to come secondary to the 
uniform. And that applied to off-duty leisure, too. He was a 
cop, an honourable profession to his way of thinking. And he 
treated it as such without deviation. Without resorting to 
tactics he knew existed elsewhere, in other communities. 


A car backing from a driveway almost collided with their 
panda. Under circumstances of a normal patrol he would 
have given the culprit a lecture. Not tonight. They had more 
important things to do. Glaring, he swung round the careless 
driver, kept his foot hard down on the pedal. 


Following closely, Constable Sawyer grinned, blew his horn 
as the frightened motorist shot forward into his drive. 


Strictly against the rules that but he didn’t care. It was a 
privilege going on this expedition. As the youngest, least 
experienced of the group he had been briefed specially by 
the sergeant. ‘Let the rest play it by ear,’ he’d been warned. 
‘You act accordingly.’ 


In all honesty he had to admit that what he wanted most 
was to teach the bastards a lesson they wouldn’t ever 
forget. The question of proof did not have to be established 
in his mind. They were guilty. There the matter stood. He’d 
seen them walking up the hill, been more than once 
tempted to make an on-the-spot search. Catch them red- 
handed with stolen property. Or with grass in their 
pockets. 


‘| hear they’ve a Yank in their lot,’ P.C. Evans remarked 
conversationally. 


'“Jeeze, we get 'em all eh?’ Sawyer's foot hit the brake, his 
hands firm on the steering-wheel as he slewed the car on to 
a dirt road. 


‘A big bastard,’ Evans smiled, a fist rubbing against warming 
palm. 


‘You watch it, Taff,’ Sawyer laughed. 
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Street-lights and hand-carried flares danced like spectres 
down below. Wisps waltzing in and out of the murky 
buildings fronting the sea. From this height everything 
seemed so pathetically small, inconsequential. Fleas 
performing for a gigantic audience. 


Letting one of his women unbutton his shirt the American 
jabbed a fresh shot into a mainline, sighing as a bull would 


when offered the biggest, most accommodating cow in the 
pen. He felt terrific tonight. His feet ached from their 
enforced walk but it has been worth the effort. Man, hadn’t 
they scored! 


‘Fantastic, kid .... He placed the needle next to his supply, 
flattened his spine against the unyielding earth. He closed 
his eyes, content to let the sensations reach him via touch 
alone. She had the type of hands to transmit passion. 
Wandering fingers playing with his flesh as a harpist would 
strum strings to produce gorgeous melodies. The narcotic 
flowed sweetly through his veins, bringing each gentle 
gesture an awakening reaction. 


‘Slow, man,’ she whispered. 


He nodded, eyes momentarily flicking open as harsh light 
seared his eyeballs. Goddamned intruders! He shrugged 
mentally. Every man and babe to his and her thing. So what 
if some screwy-happy jerks came to share their particular 
pad! They could afford peepers. It added something 
knowing that squares were getting kicks seeing the way 
they made love. 


‘The boots ... ’ He lifted a leg for her to remove his heavy 
footwear. 


‘Fuzz!!’ 


Kicking the girl to one side the American came to his feet 
like a startled moose. Three things came to him with a rush 
and he acted automatically. First, the needle and packets 
containing his precious supply went arcing into the night. 
Secondly, his hand reached into his hip-pocket and came 
out with Lilley’s chequebook. This followed the needle into 
the surrounding darkness. Then, and only then, did he move 
away from the fuzz. Towards his gear. 


Bending, he flipped aside the jacket covering his personal 
papers in their oilskin pouch. His hand closed on them, his 
eyes already ascertaining a safe hiding place. If only he'd 
had advance warning of this invasion! It had seemed like a 
giggle keeping those goddamned souvenirs. 


Not now! Now when he figured he knew the reason for the 
fuzz's presence. 


He went to toss the papers into a bush, felt a hard hand- 
clamp on his wrist. 


“Il take those, son,’ a gruff voice said. 
He struggled, trying to tear away. 


‘Thanks,’ the same voice said, thickly edged with 
undisguised pleasure. 


He saw the huge fist looming, couldn’t dodge it. Pain flooded 
his face, blood spurting. His foot twitched. 


‘Want to boot me, eh?’ 


Hammering knuckles ripped into him, a large foot tore at his 
groin. He toppled backwards, stomach roiling into tight 
knots. 


All around him, policemen moved freely through his ‘family’ 
- felling those stupid enough to offer protest, show signs of 
objection. Screaming, swearing girls clawed and bit only to 
fall into insensible heaps as the unrelenting officers clubbed 
them. 


‘You fuckin’ sonofabitch ... ’ 


The old, squat copper grinned. ‘Say that again, son.’ 


Clutching his middle the American came to one knee. 


‘You 


Tues” 


A toe caught .him under the chin and he somersaulted on to 


his back. One small glimmer reached his brain as 
unconsciousness claimed him - they can’t prove complicity 
in murder... 
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AMERICAN GETS FIVE YEARS 
Judge advises deportation 


Justice Simmonds today sentenced Terence Mark 
Golightly from the U.S.A. to five years penal servitude 
and made an order recommending deportation upon 
completion of the sentence. In his summation the judge 
said, “Without a doubt you are the most vicious, 
depraved animal it has been my misfortune to meet in 
this court. If | had it in my power | would instruct you be 
given the cat. However, failing this | shall make it my 
business to protect the British public from your 
depredations and advise the Home Secretary to have 
you deported once society has been adequately 
compensated for your ruthless, bestial attack upon 
another human being” 


In the dock with Golightly were eight members of his 
now infamous Family. Prison terms totalling 18 years 
were passed by Justice Simmonds, varying from three 
years for Joseph Sean O’Mara to a suspended six- 
months for Jean Claire Tucker. 


Throughout the trial. Siddlecombe police were accused 
of excessive brutality in making the arrests but the 
judge effectively quashed this claim by the defence 
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when he declared: “But for prompt action by the 
authorities these creatures would, possibly, have 
preyed upon other innocents. | cannot stress too 
strongly the debt we owe to the officers and to the 
swiftness of their apprehension of those whom | 
consider outside any decent consideration. No evidence 
of unjustified violence by the police has been brought 
before the Court... ’ 


Notice of appeal was given following the sentences. 
Acting for Golightly, Mr Brian Markham issued the 
following statement to the Press. 


‘It is my contention that Mr Justice Simmonds did not 
take into account the character of the so- called victim 
of the attack my client was unjustly convinced of 
making. When his Lordship speaks of savagery he 
should have second thoughts about this un-British 
sentence. It is monstrous ... 


This newspaper can only say to Mr Markham: 
‘Read the transcript again, sir’. 


The unprintable truth of the matter is ably put by 
Inspector Parslow interviewed after the hearing. ‘I have 
yet to witness anything so utterly sickening than what 
these supposedly normal people did to Macauley. I’m 
not permitted to say more about the victim. His case 
comes before the Courts soon. But one must feel 
shame for the entire human race if they are classified 
alongside decent citizens.’ 


Sergeant Tom Elford dusted his palms as a wide smile 
creased his weathered features. ‘Well, it’s over,’ he 


breathed happily. 


‘Don’t be so damned sure,’ Parslow said beside him. ‘The 
appeal could still damage us.’ They walked down steps to 
the parking lot behind the police station. A panda entered 
and Reg Allen climbed from it. He was far enough away for 
the inspector to speak about him without being overheard. 
“That young man is going places. I’ve had a request from 
CDa- 


‘Won't his forthcoming marriage damage his chances?’ 
Parslow laughed. ‘Not in the least. The Chief Constable went 
through the files and even ventured to have the girl’s 
parents come down for an interview. | have heard rumours 
how delighted he was with them.’ 


‘I’m glad,’ Elford said sincerely. 


Allen saluted smartly, headed for the desk to make his 
report. 


‘Have you seen Miss Hurdy recently?’ 


Elford nodded absently. ‘| hope Markham doesn't get wind of 
this, sir.’ 


Both men frowned, continued to the inspector's car. 
Unspoken was the thought that the devious attorney could 
ruin the girl, and Allen’s career by overplaying the angle of 
collusion. As a prosecution witness, Terry Hurdy had to be 
seen to be free of undue pressures when presenting her 
Story ... 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


The new assize courts did not possess the character of the 
old. Their sterility seemed somehow to make the trial a 
thing of dragging boredom, a prattle of sentences and legal 
arguments presented by weary barristers and an even more 
weary judge. The jurors, too, fell under this lacklustre spell. 
More than once the Bench had to remind them this was an 
exceedingly serious case and dozing would not be tolerated. 


Although she tried to concentrate. Terry found the 
proceedings incomprehensible. There was none of the 
excitement associated with stage, television, motion picture 
trials. Not once did the legal ‘eagle’ defending Jock show the 
fatal charm to sway jurors. Not once did he rant, rage or pull 
mythical rabbits from a ‘beaver’ hat. All was dull. According 
to the book. Strictly for students of jurisprudence. 


Perhaps Markham’s absence contributed to a ‘sad’ defence. 
In one way, she was pleased. Reg had been constantly 
warning her about the tricky barrister. Telling her how to 
avoid awkward questions, how not to let the man’s brash 
tactics make her nervous. And, for what? To sit docilely as 
half-hearted attempts were made to alter her statement 
given to the police immediately after Jock’s arrest. 


Oh, it was a big bore! 


The only good thing it accomplished was to safeguard Reg’s 
job. Not a murmur of impending marriage leaked. That she 
appreciated. The past was behind her. As the Chief 
Constable had remarked, ‘Your experiences should make 
you an understanding police wife’. 


Leaving the courtroom with Jock’s life sentence ringing in 
her ears, Terry sensed relief. And pity for the two girls 


dejectedly standing by the roadside with thumbs up. One 
reminded her of Rose. A shudder raced down her body. Poor 
Rose. 


‘Want a lift?’ 


Shrugging off the sudden dismay she smiled, hurried to 
Reg’s car. 


‘I’m going to Siddlecombe ... ’ 
She climbed in, slapped his hand. ‘Don’t mock me.’ 


Serious now, he hesitated with both hands clasping the 
steering-wheel, looking straight ahead. ‘I’ve made enquiries 
about the baby,’ he remarked softly. 


‘Please, Reg ... ’ Her heart fluttered un-necessarily. 
‘| wouldn’t mind, really.’ 

‘We'll have our own,’ she affirmed. 

"Don't you ever... ?’ 


She wiped a single tear from one eye. ‘Of course | do! But 
l'd rather we left it up there. What the hell! Don’t torment 
me, Reg. Wait ... we'll have five boys all like you.’ 


He slipped the car into traffic. For a fraction of a second he 
was tempted to give the hitchhikers a ride. Then, he 
increased speed automatically. If he never saw another 
‘mystery’ bumming rides he would be happy. 


‘Did you manage to arrange your leave?’ Terry asked. 


“Yeah ... '. His mind jumped forward. ‘And I’ve booked a 
terrific motel for our first few nights.’ He laughed. ‘It’s got a 


self-contained kitchen unit. Saves us having to go out for 
meals.’ 


“You're going to be a randy husband,’ she smiled. 
“l'd better be if you insist on having five kids ... ’ 


Wynne Lilley dusted her bedroom furniture, running a 
critical eye over carpet, rugs, curtains, spread. She wanted 
tonight to be just one-hundred percent perfect. Not one 
speck, nothing out of place. 


Her new evening gown lay in its box on the bed. A small 
smile crept over her face. Placing the dusters inside a 
cupboard she found matches, lit the amber candles flanking 
the antique-white, padded headboard. She didn’t want them 
to look like new acquisitions specially bought for this 
occasion. When they burned down an inch she could 
extinguish them. 


She touched the semi-transparent nightdress and negligee 
over the tub hostess chair. Luxury. Sheer unadulterated 
luxury. Like the satin sheets, the sink-your-head-into pillows, 
the Slumberland mattress. 


Undressing, her mind wandered back down the months 
since Kevin died. She’d been so damned ill identifying his 
water-logged corpse. Five days in the sea, fishes nibbling his 
lifeless flesh ... No wonder the police called them ‘floaters’. 


God, how she’d worked on the solicitors and the bank to get 
permission to sell Tabbard’s. Even yet the deal was far from 
completed. But at least she had been able to obtain a 
personal loan against the settlement. 


Farnham was a long way from Siddlecombe. The further the 
better for her peace of mind. The publicity had un-nerved 


her. The things that had been brought out... 
The bastard! | hope he’s rotting in Hades! 


Switching off the standard lamp she postured before a full- 
length mirror in the nude. Shadows worked across her svelte 
flesh as the candles fluttered in an invisible air-stream. This 
was how a woman should always look before ... 


Her hands lightly cupped her breasts, raced down firm 
flanks to buttocks, round to fleetingly caress her abdomen. 
She trembled excitedly. Her mouth felt dry. 


‘Oh, God - yes!’ 


Flushed, she opened a drawer, removed expensive 
underwear, slipped into the clinging tailored articles. 


‘I’m acting like a virgin on her first date.’ she thought. 


‘So what?’ she asked her reflection and unwrapped the 
gown. Jewels flashed, sparkled. Once inside it she gentled a 
loose hair back into its tight bun and stepped into silver 
Slippers. Now she looked ... studied. 


Satisfied, she wet fingertips and put out the candles. A few 
more arrangements to make and then ... The lounge basked 
in subdued light, bottles prominently displayed on a 
Pembroke table. The colour television quietly gave the 
news, smoothly going from national to international 
situations of current interest. 


An ornate sun-burst clock said: 9-05. 


He's late! 


Chimes sounded down the hall. She jumped, hands 
fluttering to make a last minute adjustment to her hair. 
Then, she almost ran to the front door. 


‘Christ, you didn’t say this was formal,’ the young man said 
as his eyes brazenly covered her from head to toe. 


‘Come in, Tony ... ' She wanted to grab him, kiss those 
pouting lips. 


Thrusting her aside he strolled along the hall. He had a 
rough-diamond disdain for the elegant fittings, pictures, 
tables. “Where's the booze?’ he asked her following 
footsteps. 


‘Straight ahead, Tony ... ’ The name dripped from her 
anxious tongue. 


He slumped into a chair, glared at her. ‘Scotch with soda. 
I’m dyin’ for a belt.’ 


Pouring, she couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed. The 
least he could have done was to remark on her clothes. The 
way she had made preparations. 


‘Is it new?’ 
She nodded. He had noticed! 


‘Take it off! If we're going to screw you don’t want it 
damaged, do you?’ 


Something inside her snapped. Like a wanton she 
undressed. Completely. Unashamedly. All her gestures for a 
few minutes’ grace. 


Please look at me, she begged mentally as he threw back 
his drink, got to his feet and helped himself to a second. 
Please say I’m more woman than you've ever had! 


‘| need fifty quid for a bike,’ he said to the Scotch bottle. 
“You'll have it in the morning ... ’ 


‘| ain’t bleedin’ stayin’ all night!” He swung on her. Animal- 
like he flipped open his shirt and scratched his hairy chest. 
“What'd people think?’ He laughed, his pock-marked face 
breaking into an evil grin. ‘Shit, come on - take me trousers 
off...’ 


Suddenly, she felt cheap. Down-graded. It had to be in the 
bedroom. Not here. Not on the floor. Not with the television 
watching! 


‘Man, how lucky can a bloke get,’ he mused to her 
hesitation. ‘Imagine me getting picked-up by a bird like you! 
Christ, ain't it the nuts! I’ve always heard about dirty old 
men getting young tarts to drop their knickers in a layby but 
this ... ° He shook his head in wonderment. ‘lIl bet you're 
hotter than a dozen bastards, eh?’ 


Tears ran unchecked. The circle had been joined. Unified. 
Her face contorted as need overwhelmed basic 
characteristics. All her beliefs in herself, in her ability to 
steer clear of pitfalls, passionate surrenders gone down a 
drain of thought-provoking torments during the trial. 


No better than Kevin, her subconscious screamed as she 
was drawn towards him. She couldn’t deny him. Nor herself. 
Maybe their second voyage down lust's river could be in 
candlelight, suitably impressive as she seduced him with 
her charm - not flesh alone. 


‘Hurry up,’ he snapped. ‘I’m gettin’ a taste for your 
whiskey!’ 


Fumbling with his belt she had a single clear thought before 
he swept her on to the sofa. Had Kevin been so crude with 
his layby sorts or had he, too, treated them like chattels to 
be used, abused and tossed aside once gratified? 


THE END 


